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^  L3  n 

THE  materials  from  which  the  perfoiiarhiiiory  of 
Lnnghorne  can  be  cjllfcrled,  are  fo  I'canty,  as 
not  to  admit  of  that  information  we  are  defirous  of 
laying  before  the  world  reipe6ling  a  character,  which, 
in  point  of  literature  arid  poetry,  has  a  juft  claljn  to 
our  attentive  regard.  '> 

John  Langhorne,  as  appears  from  "  Burn's  Hiftory 
of  VV'eftmoreiandj"  his  own  *'  Ode  to  the  River  Eden," 
and  his  "  Stanzas  to  the  Genius  of  We^lmoreland,""  in 
the  •*  Effufions  of  Friendftxip  and  Fancy.''  was  a  native 
of  Kiikby-Stepl^en,  on  the  banks  of  theJEU^en,  Jn  the  be- 
fore-mentioned county.  The  date  of  hi^biith  is  uncer- 
tain. His  father  was  the  Reverend  JoiepiiX  ni: hoine, 
who,  dyijig  in  his  infancy,  left  him  and  hislvjj^  .,  .  Wil- 
liam to  the  nurture  ot  an  atie6lionate  mo'hei^  T'nole  pa- 
rental, care  our  author,  as  a  token  of  duty  and  gra- 
tude,  has  commemorated  in  a  mt)nody  on  her  death, 
^759- 

.   *'  Source  of  my  life,  that  led  my  tender  years 
«  With  all  a  parent's  pious  fears,  x, 

*'  That  nurs'd  my  infant  thought  and  taughtmy  mind  to  grow." 

It  appears,  from  various  pafTages  in  his  poeticalworks, 
that  he  relicled  near  Siuciiey  in  Yorkfliii^e,  betw^jen  the 
years  1756  and  175*^  :  His  "  Elegy  written  among  the 
Ruins  of  Pontefracf  Caftle,"  bearing  date,  1756,  and 
his  "  Veri'es  left  with  the  Miniiferof  Ripeiidon,  1 7  ;  8.'* 

Tlie  place  of  his  education  is  not  known,  nor  is  It 
cci  rain  from  what  univerlity  he  obtained  his  degrees,  ills 
name  not  being  to  be  found  in  the  iifi  of  graduates  ei- 
ther of  Oxford  or  Cambridge. 

In  175X,  ibme  poetical  (ketches,  with  his  name  af-  ^ 
fixed,  appeared  in  The  Grand  Magazine,  a  periodical 
vvorj^,  of  (hort  duration,  publiiiied  by  Mr.  Ralph  Gr;f « 
filh,  proprietor  of  tile  Monthly  Rf^jie-Wf  which  iri  that 

'    w  A3  ....  ;/ 
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early  ftate  of  literary  criticiiin  acquired  great  reputation 
in  the  learned  world. 

In  !  7  59,  he  publiflied  ''  The  Death  of  Adonis,  a  Paf- 
toral  Elegy  from  Bion ;"  and  fo  prolific  was  his  mule, 
that,  in  the  cor.rle  of  the  fame  year,  he  produced  "  The 
Tears  of  Mufic,  a  Poem,  to  the  IVlemory  of  Mr.  Han- 
del," with  an  "  Ode  to  the  River  Eden." 

In  1760,  he  refided  at  Clarehall,  Cambridge,  where 
he  firft  courted  patronage  in  a  poem  written  on  the  ac- 
ceffion  of  his  prefent  Majefty,  as  well  as  in  an  ode  pro- 
duced the  year  following  on  the  royal  nuptials,  which 
was  printed  in  the  Cambridge  colle6f  ion  of  veries  on 
that  aul'picious  event,  and  afterwards  inierted  in  "  So- 
lyman  and  Almena.'''* 

About  this  time  he  entered  into  holy  orders,  and 
was  appointed  to  i'uperintend  the  education  of  thefons 
of  Robert  Cracroft,  Efq.  of  Hacktiicrne  in  Lincoln- 
shire. Here  lie  gave  honourable  teftimony  of  his  hu- 
manity a:s  well  as  literary  ability,  in  publifliing,  at 
Lincoln,  a  volume  of  '*  Poems  on  feverai  Occalions," 
in  quavto,  for  the  benefit  of  a  gentleman  in  diftrefs,  with 
the  following  liberal  rem.ark  in  the  preface  to  the  vo- 
hune\  *'  If  any  one,  into  vv-hole  hands  this  work  (hall 
fall,  foould  be  dlffatisfied  with  his  purchafe,  let  him 
remember  that  it  is  publlfhed  for  the  relief  of  a 
gentleman  In  diftrefs  ;  and  that  he  has  not  thrown 
away  five  Shillings  in  the  purchafe  of  a  worthleis 
book,  but  contributed  fo  miuch  to  the  afiiftance  of  in- 
digent merit.  I  had  rather  have  my  readers  feel  that 
pkafure  which  arifes  from  the  fenfe  of  having  done 
or.e  virtuous  deti],  than  all  they  <;an  enjoy  from  the 
works  of  poefry  and  'wit." 

In  J  76 1  he  removed  to  London,  engaged  as  a  wri- 
ter in  the  *<  Monthly  Review,"  and  as  party  zeal  then 
prevailed  in  a  furious  degree,  he  undertook  to  efpoufe 
thcgcaufe  of  government,  at  the  head  of  which  was  Lord 
Eute,  and  became  a  frequent  and  fuccelsful  publilher 
of  various  performanceb^in  profe  and  verfe. 

la 

*  Thii  work  cltetncii  mocI  formi  a  part  of  our  Pocket  Library. 
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In  the  year  following  he  produced  a  poem  entitled 
the  "  Viceroy,""  complimenting  the  Earl  of  Halifax,  then 
Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland  ;  which  was  followed  by 
**  Solyman  and  Almena,"  an  Eaftern  Tale  ;  "  Letters 
on  Religious  Retirement,  Melancholy,andEnthufiafm,"" 
and  the  "  Vifions  of  Fancy,   in  four  Elegies."" 

In  1763  Charles  Churchill,  a  facirift  of  fingular 
acrimony,  produced  a  poem  entitled  "The  Prophecy  of 
Famine,"  containingthekeeneft  inveftives  on  the  coun- 
try and  people  of  North  Britain.  Againlt  this  piece 
Langhorne  drew  his  pen,  and  publifhed  <'  Genius  and 
Valour,  a  Paitoral  Poem,  written  in  honour  of  a  Siller 
Kingdom."  It  was  inlcribed  to  Lord  Bute,  as  a  tefti- 
mony  of  refpe6t  from  an  impartial  Englifliman.  Rut 
our  author,  as  well  as  the  greater  part  of  thofe  who 
efpoufed  the  intereft  of  his  Lordfhip,  derived  very  lit- 
tle emolument  from  his  labour;  yet  he  was  fo  inteijt 
on  his  literary  puriuits,  that  the  fame  year  he  produced 
"  The  EfFufions  of  Fricndiliip  and  Fancy,  in  feverai 
Letters  to  and  froi»%elc8:  Friends."' — *'  Letters  between 
Theodofius  and  Conllantia*,  with  a  Dedication  to 
Doclor  Warburton,"  and  "  The  Enlargement  of  the 
Mind,"  an  Epiftleto  "  General  Crauford,"  written  at 
Belvidere,  in  Kent.  The  fecond  Edition  of  the  "  Elfu- 
fions,  &c."  was  publiflied  in  1766,  with  alterations 
and  additions. 

By  embarking  in  the  vindication  of  the  character  of 
Lord  Bute,  in  oppofitlon  to  the  aiperity  of  the  oppo- 
nents of  his  adminiltration,  he  expofed  himfelf,  with 
Francis  and  Murphy,  to  the  fatiric  lafh  of  Churchill, 
in  the  following  lines  of  <«  The  Candidate." 
"  Why  may  not  Lar.ghorm,  fimple  in  his  lay, 
"  EffuJrAi  on  Effiifion  pour  away  5 
<<  With  Fncmyhip  and  with  Fancy  \.x\?it  here, 
*'  Or  fleep  in  Faftcral  at  Belwleri^ 
<'  Sleep  let  them  all,  withdullnefs  on  her  throne, 
*'  Secure  from  any  malice  but  their  own." 

Langhorne  feems  to  have  been  more  liberally  re- 
warded by   Warburton  than  by  the  noble  ftatefmau 

whofc 

*  Thcfi  Letters,  alfo  mike  part  ofoar  Potkct    Libriry. 
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vvhofe  caufe  he  had  lb  warmly  elpouled  ;  for  that  pre- 
late was  lb  plealed  with  the  dedication  prefixed  to  the 
**  Letters  of  Theodofius  and  Conftantia,"  that  he  ex- 
erted his  influence  in  the  appointment  of  the  author 
in  December  1765,  to  be  alhftant  preacher  at  Lin- 
coln's Inn. 

In  1764,  he  puriued  his  ftudies  with  unremitted 
ardour,  and  pub?tfhed  "  TheCorrelbondence  between 
Theodofius  and  Conftantia,  from  thetr  firib  acquaint- 
ance to  the  departure  of  Theodofius,  with  a  poetical 
Dedication  to  Colman." — "The  poetical  works  of 
Mr.  William  Collins,  with  Memoirs  of  the  Author, 
and  Obfervations  on  his  Genius  and  Writings.'"" 
*^  Letters  on  the  Eloquence  of  the  Pulpit." — "  The 
Enlargement  of  the  Mind.  .  Epiftle  II.  to  William 
Langhorne,  A.  M."  His  brother,  to  whom  he  in- 
fcribtd  this  Epiftle,  was  himfelf  a  poet,  and  publlfned 
**  Job,  a  Poem,"  and  "  A  Poetical  Paraphrafe  on 
fome  part  of  Ifaiah."  A 

The  aife6lion  naturally  fuhfiftl^  between  the  bro^ 
thers,  from  the  ties  of  confanguinity,  had,  by  a  fimi- 
lar  genius  and  propenfity,  been  matured  into  the  high- 
eft  perfonal  efteem. 

thou  partner  of  my  life  and  name, 
From  one  dear  fource,  whom  Nature  fotm'd  the  fame, 
AllyM  more  nearly  in  each  nobler  part. 
And  more  the  friend  than  brother  of  my  heart. 

In  1766,  he  publifiied  his  "  Poetical  Works,  in 
two  volumes,  duodecimo,  with  a  poetical  Dedication 
to  the  Honourable  Charles  Yorke."  This  colle£lion 
included  the  pieces  formerly  printed  feparatelyj  and 
*'  The  Fatal  Prophecy,"  a  dramatic  poem  in  five 
a61:s  written  in  1765. 

Langhorne's  criticifms  in  the  Monthly  Review  fub- 
je^led  him,  as  was  very  natural,  to  the  cenfure  of 
thofe  contemporary  writers,  on  whole  produftlons  he 
had  animadverted  with  feverity  ;  and  he  was  attacked 
by  Hugh  Kelly,  an  author  rifing  into  repute  at  that 

time. 
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time,  v/ho  publifhed  a  poem  entitled  "  Thefpls,""  ia 
which  is  the  following  harfti  and  illiberal  inveillve. 

Triumphant  dunce,  illufl:nousLrtwo^/;or«,  rife, 
.  And  while  whole  worlds  deteft  thee  and  defpife, 
■  V/ith  rage  uncommon,  cruelly  deny 
Thy  haplefs  mufe  e'en  privilege  to  die; 
While  Theodojius,  bafely  torn  from  night, 
Reeks,  fefters,  (links,  and  putrifies  to  fight, 
And  mad  Conliantia  damns  the  recreant  name, 
To  drive  with  Flecknoe  down  the  fink  of  tame  ; 
Say,  with  what  charm,  what  magic  art  thou  bleftj 
That  grief  or  {hame  ne'er  rankle  in  thy  bread  j 
That  e'en  mere  inftindl  never  points  a  way 
To  fly  from  man,  and  refuge  from  the  day  ? 
Ne'er  kindly  tells  thee  of  lome  pitying  grave, 
To  fnatch  the  blockhead,  and  to  hide  the  Have  ? 
Oh!  that,  like  Lfln^/6</rff,  with  a  blufhlefs  face, 
I  bore  the  ftroke  of  merited  difgrace  ; 
Like  him,  with  fomefine  apatiiy  of  foul, 
I  ftood  the  thunder  in  its  mightieft  roll, 
Smird  when  the  bolt  indignantly  was  hurl'd. 
Or  gap'd  unconfcious  on  a  fcorning  world  I 
Then  could  I  view,  with  temper  in  my  look^ 
The  juft  damnation  of  a  favourite  book  \ 
Could  lee  my  labours,  with  an  aching  eye^ 
Form  the  grand  outwork  of  a  giblet-pie  j 
Pil'd  in  nice  order  for  the  luburb  flails, 
Or  fent  in  carts  to  Clement's,  at  St.  Paul's  ; 
Then  the  {harp  cenfure,  or  the  biting  jeer. 
Had  fall'n,  all  blunted,  on  my  nervelefs  ear, 

And  leagu'd  perhaps  with I  might  ftand 

To  fave,  or  damn,  at  random  through  the  land  ! 
To  blaft  each  work  of  excellence,  e'er  known. 
And  write  eternal  praifes  of  my  own. 

Our  author,  at  the  clofe  of  this  year,  obtained  con- 
fiderable  church  preferment,  whether  by  pmchafe  or 
gift  is  not  known  j  being  inducted  to  the  valuable 
re'ilory  of  Blagdon  in  Soraerlet/hire,  as  well  as  ap- 
pointed a  prebendary  in  the  cathedral  of  Wells.  He 
was  alio  in  the  commiffion  of  tlie  peace  for  the  county 
of  Somerfet,  and  difcharged  the  duties'of  that  office  with 
ability  and  integrity.  In 
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In  the  beginning  of  the  year  1767,  he  entered  Into 
the  connubial  ftate  with  Mils  Craycroft,  whole  bro- 
thers had  been  under  his  tuition  5  but  the  hp.ppinel's 
refuking  from  his  \inion  with  this  lady  was  of  a  (hort 
duration  ;  as  (he  died  in  child  bed  of  a  daughter^  A 
mournful  event,  that  occafioned  his  pathetic  *•  Verfes 
to  the  Memory  of  a  Lady,  written  at  Sandgate  Caftle,"" 
1768.  The  death  of  his  amiable  confort  was  alio  la- 
mented by  two  of  .his  literary  friends  j  Mr.  Cart- 
wright,  in  a  poem  called  *'  Conilantia,"  and  Mr. 
Abraham  Portal,>in  fome  elegiac  vcrfes  printed  in  his 
works.  '% 

The  fame  calamitous  circumftance  foon  after  befel 
the  wife  of  Scott  the  poet,  of  Amwell,  who  dying  in 
child  bed,  her  huiband  folaced  his  forrow  by  compof- 
ing  an  "  ^^egy  to  the  Memory  of  one  who  had  been 
dear  to  him  j""  a  copy  of  which  he  fent  to  Langhorne. 
A  mutual  fympathy  arifmg  from  fimilar  caules  gave 
birth  to  a  triendfhip  between  the  two  bards,  which 
I  continued  without  abatefnent,  till  the  death  cf  Lang- 
horne. In  the  couple  of  the  fame  year  Shaw  pub- 
liiheil  his  beautiful  *'  Monody,  on  the  Death  of  his 
Wile,"  fome  levere  comments  on  which  appearing  in  a 
newfpaper,  were  imputed  to  Langhorne,  and  occa- 
fioned a  literary  conteft  between  the  two  poets  j  but  it 
was  carried  on  without  much  rancour  or  acrimony  on 
either  fide. 

In  1768  he  publiflied  "  Precepts  of  Conjugal  Hap- 
plnefs,"  a  poem,  addreffed  to  his  filler  in-law,  on  her 
marriage  ^  and,  about  this  tinie,  obtained  the  tide 
ofDo6torln  Divinity,  fuppofed  to  be  conferred  on 
him  through  the  intereft  of  the  Archbifliop  of  Canter- 
bury. 

Notwlthftanding  his  ecclcfialHcal  preferment,  he 
profccuted  his  ftudies  with  the  utmolt  afTiduity,  and 
publlfhed,  in  1769,  "Frederic  and  Pharamond,  or 
the  Confolation  of  Human  Life,"  and  <*  Letters,  fxip- 
pofed  to  have  been  written  between  M.  de  St.  Evremond 
and  Mr.  Waller."     The  following  year  he  publiflied, 

in 


LIFE  OF  LANGHORNE.  H 

in  conjunction  with  his  brother,  "  Plutarch's  Lives, 
tranflated  tVom  the  original  Greek,  with  Notes  criti- 
cal and  explanatory,  and  a  nesv  Life  oi  Plutarch,"  in 
two  volumes  duodecimo. 

In  1 77 1  he  publifhed  **  The  Fables  of  Flora,"  in 
quarto;  and,  in  1773,  "  The  Origin  of  the  Veil," 
»  poem,  in  quarto,  and  a."  DifTertation,  Hiitorical  and 
Political,  on  the  ancient  Republics  of  Italy,  Sec.""  in 
O(5tavo. 

During  his  refidence,  in  the  Aimmer  of  1773,  at 
Wefton-Supra-Mare,  in  Someri'etfliire,  whither  he  went 
for  the  benefit  of  the  lea  air,  the  ingenious  Mifs  Han- 
nah More  refided,  for  the  fame  falutary  purpofe,  at 
Uphill,  a  mile  from  Wefton.  Meeting  the  female 
bard,  one  day,  upon  the  feafhore,  Langhorn  wrote, 
with  the  end  of  his  flick  upon  the  fand,  the  following 
impromptu.  " 

Along  the  fliore 
Walk'd  Hanr.ah  More  ;— 
Waves,  let  this  record  laft  ;— « 
Sooner  fhall  ye. 
Proud  earth  and  fea, 
Than  wh^t  Jhe  writes  be  paft. 

The  lady  returned  the  compliment,  by  fcratching 
underneath,  v/ith  her  whip,  with  the  fame  facility  of 
genius, 

Somef  firmer  bafis,  polifhM  Lang  home,  choofe. 
To  write  the  dictates  of  thy  charming  mufe  j 
Her  ftrai:  s  in  folid  charadters  rehearfe. 
And  be  thy  tablet  lafting  as  thy  verfe. 

The  Do6lor,  highly  pleafed  with  this  effufion  of 
the  lady's  mule,  praifed  her  wit,  and  copied  the  lines, 
which  he  prefented  to  her,  at  a  houfe  near  the  fea, 
where  they  adjourned,  and  ihe  afterwards  wrote  under 
as  follows. 

Langhorne,  whofe  fweetly- varying  mufe  has  power, 
To  raife  th^  penfive,  crown  the  focial  hour  ; 
Whofe  very  irifiing  has  the  ch  \rm  to  pleafe. 
With  native  wit  and  unaffedled  eafe  j 

How 
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Kow  loon,  obedient  to  thy  forming  hand, 

The  letters  grew  upon  the  flexile  land. 

Should  fome  loft  traveller  the  fcenr  explore, 

And  trace  thy  verfes  on  the  dreary  fhoie, 

What  fudden  joy  would  feaft  his  eager  eyes, 

Hov/  from  his  eyes  would  burft  the  glad  i'urprifc. 

Methinks  I  hear,  or  leem  to  hear  him  fay? 

This  letter'd  fhore  hath  Imooth'dmy  toillbme  way  j 

Hannah,  he  adds,  though  honeft  truth  may  pain, 

Yet  here  1  fee  an  emblem  of  the  twain, 

As  thefe  frail  characters  with  eale  impreft 

Upon  the  yielding  fand's  foft  watery  breaft  } 

Wliich,  when  fome  rewfhort  hours  they  ihall  have  ftood. 

Shall  foon  be  fwept  by  yon  impetuous  flood. 

Prefumptuous  maid  !  fo  ihall  expii'e  thy  name. 

Thou  wretched  feeble  candidate  for  fame  ; 

KutLanghorne's  fame  in  yon  firm  rock*  I  read, 

Which  rears  above  the  cloud  its  towering  head  j 

Long  as  that  rock  fliall  rear  its  head  on  high. 

And  lift  its  bold  front  to  the  azure  /ky  ; 

Long  as  thefe  adamantine  hills  furvive, 

So  long,  harmonious  Langhorne,  fhalt  thou  live. 

While  Envy's  wave  Ihall  lafh  and  vainly  roar. 

And  only  fix  thy  fulid  bale  the  more. 

At  the  impoitunlty  of  DoiSlor  Burn,  a  brother  of 
the  bench,  he  v*?rote  and  publiflicci,  in  i'^74,  a  poem, 
entitled  "  The  Country  Juftice,  Part  I."  to  which  he 
prefixed  a  dedication,  complimenting  the  Do6tor  on 
his  {'uperior  knowledge  of  civil  jurifprudence  and  re- 
iined  tafte  for  the  liberal  arts.  He  puriued  the  lub- 
jeft,  and  the  year  following  produced  a  lecond  part  of 
the  poem,  and  took  the  opportunity  of  addreffing  Ibmc 
polifhed  lines  to  Robert  Wilfon  Cracroft,  Elq.  to 
whom  he  had  been  preceptor,  and  afterwards  flood  in 
the  relation  of  brother-in-law. 

In  1776  he  publifhed  feveral  fermons,  preached  on 
public  occafions,  as  well  as  three  poetical  pieces  j  the 
iirft  entitled  **  Milton's  Italian  Poems  tranilated  ;'* 
the  lecond,  "  The  Country  Juftice,  Part  III."  and 
the  third,  "  Owen  of  Carron/'  The  laft  work  doled 
his  literary  labours,  as  the  impaired  ilateof  his  health 
would  not  admit  of  any  further  application  to  mental 
puriuitft.  *  jircan  Dowa.  Having 
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Having  laboured  under  a  decline  for  the  courfe 
three  years,  he  expired  al  his  paribnage  houie  in  Si" 
merletflilre  on  the  fiVft  of  April,  1779.  His  frien  ,' 
Mr.  Portal,  as  a  teftimony  of  regard  for  the  deceafe  ' 
wrote  an  elegy  to  his  memory,  from  which  it  appea^* 
that  he  commended  his  orphan  daughter  to  the  care  o^ 
a  lady,  whole  efteem  he  had  conciliated  by  honour- 
.  able  mention  of  her  in  feveral  of  his  poetical  produc- 
tions. His  poems  were  collected  and  inlerted  in  the 
edition  of  the  Englifli  Poets,  publifhed  in  1790. 

Fiom  the  mod  axithentic  accounts  that  can  be  pro- 
cured, it  appears  that  much  refpe61:  was  attached  to 
the  perfonal  merit  of  our  author,  who  filled  the  feveral 
departments  of  life  in  which  he  was  engaged  in  fuch  a 
manner  as  redounded  to  his  own  honour  and  the  inte- 
reft  and  happinefs  of  fociety  in  general.  Thofe  with 
whom  he  lived  in  habits  of  intimacy  bear  teftimony  to 
the  reftitude  of  his  condu61:,  the  liberality  of  his  mind, 
and  the  benevolence  of  his  difpofition.  From  early  life 
he  aftc61ed  folitude,  and  fecmed  particularly  happy  in 
aieciufion  from  the  noify  tumult  of  the  bufy  world. 

An  ingenious  biographer  has  the  following  obferva- 
tions.  <*  He  frequently  walked,  when  he  was  very 
young,  two  miles  from  home,  to  a  retired  place,  where 
ftiaded  privacy  aided  contemplation.  The  romantic 
afpe6l  of  his  native  country  probably  added  to  this  in- 
nocent enthufiaiiu,  and  the  rude  contraft  of  rocks, 
woods,  and  waters,  imprefled  fomething  of  their  own 
wild  irregularity  on  his  imagination.  His  poems 
abound  with  images  and  defcriptions  connefted  with 
the  place  of  his  nativity.  In  his  fable  of  **  The  Gar- 
den  Role  and  the  Wild  Role,"  the  recolle61ion  of  the 
fcenes  of  tlioughtlefs  gaiety  and  puerile  arauferaent, 
which  he  had  long  forfaken,  reftored  to  his  mind  the 
pleafing  images  which  were  conne«?l:ed  with  them,  and 
rekindled,  in  fome  meafure,  the  enthufiaim  which  they 
firft  chcrifhed  and  Inrpired." 

Eijon's  wild  and  filent  fliade. 

Where  oft  my  lonely  youth  was  laid, 

B  What 
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What  time  the  woodland  genius  came, 

And  tcucVi'd  rrie  with  his  holy  flame—- 

Or,  where  the  hermit  Beiau  leads 

Her  waves  through  folitarv  meads  j 

And  ■^nly  feeds  the  defart  flower, 

Where  once  fhe  foothM  my  flumbcring  hour  : 

Or,  rous'd  by  Stanmore's  wintry  fky. 

She  w:  aries  Echo  with  her  cry— — 

Where  Eden's  falter  waters  flow, 

By  MilroF-i's  bower,  or  Ofty's  brow. 

Or  Brock'ey's  alder-fhaded  cave, 

Or,  winoing  round  the  Druid's  grave, 

Silently  glide,  with  pious  fear, 

To  found  his  holy  flumbers  near. 

When  Langhorn,  after  refiding  in  the  metropolis 
feme  time,  had  acquired  a  degree  of  reputation  as  an 
a\Uhor,  his  lociety  became  very  defirable,  and  he  was 
as  much  efteemed  for  the  hilarity  of  his  difpofition  as 
he  had  been  for  the  exuberance  of  his  fancy,  and  the 
aifability  of  his  demeanour.  He  paffed  many  of  his 
convivial  hours  at  the  Burton  ale  houfe,  in  Gray's-inn 
Lane,  where  he  took  liberal  draughts  of  a  potent  li- 
quor, for  which  that  houie  is  well  known  by  the  lovers 
of  the  infuljen  of  malt.  In  his  rural  oeconomv  he  was 
hofpitable  a^id  generous  ;  and,  by  his  parilhioners, 
companions,  and  brethren  of  the  bench,  he  lived  ref- 
pe£led,  and  died  lamented. 

As  an^ author,  he  Is  more  efteemed.  for  his 'poetic 
than  his  profaic  produflions,  though  candour  muft 
admit  the  latter  poffefs  fuch  a  degree  of  fancy,  fenti- 
ment,  and  erudition,  as  entitles  them  to  a  more  gene- 
ral approbation  than  they  have  hitherto  received  j  for, 
of  the  numerous  profe  works  he  wrote,  none  have  been 
in  requeft  hnce  his  deaths  except  "  Solyman  and  Al- 
mcni,"  *'  Theodofius  and  Conftantia,"  and,  *«  Plu- 
tarch's Lives,"  which  have  gone  through  feveral 
editions. 

"  Solyman  and  Almena,""  which  ranks  among  the 
firft  of  his  performances  in  prole,  though  it  claims  not 
the  merit  of  Johnfon's  *'  RafTclas,"  or  Hawkes- 
worth'^  "  Almoran  and  Hamet,"*  in  point  of  inven- 

tioii 

«  Both  thcfe  efteemed  works  are  iaqjuded  in  our  Pocket  Library. 
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tlonand  intereft,  is  highly  refpeftahle  for  the  ingenuity 
of  the  defign  and  the  tendency  ot  the  ftory.  Tiiough 
Ibme  critics  are  of  opinion,  that  the  dilution  is  too  ftorid, 
and  that  in  the  compcfirion  too  little  regard  has  been 
paid  to  the  eaftern  Ityle  or  manners  5  yet  it  muft  be 
allowed  that  the  tale  conveys  uleful  inilru6lion,  and 
affords  examples  highly  worthy  of  imitation. 

His  "  Letters  on  Religious  Retirement"  are  ad- 
drefftd  to  a  female  friend,  poffefled  naturally  of  a  good 
underftandino",  improved  by  a  polite  education,  but, 
■under  the  influence  of  that  melancholy  and  enthufiafm 
which  difpoi'es  the  devotee  to  conceive  that  the  Univer- 
fal  Parent  impofes  a  reftriftlon  on  the  enjoyment  of  ra- 
tional pleafures,  and  enjoins  a  leclufion  from  fecial 
intercourle. 

There  is  ingenuity  in  the  arguments  and  pathos  in 
the  language  of  thefc  ktters  in  fome  degree  fmiilar  to 
the  ftyle  of  Harvey,  though  defigned  to  elucidate  a  very 
,  different  lubie>5l. 

His  *<  Efful'.cns  of  FnenJ.fhip  and  Fancy,''  are 
pleafant  laliies  of  humour,  and  if  they  fall  fliort  of  the 
w^liim  and  point  in  which  Sterne  fo  pre  eminently 
excels,-  they  muft  be  allowed  to  be  agreeable  trifles. 
The  various  critical  obfervations,  poetical  and  clafTical, 
in  the  fecond  volume,  addrefled  to  a  friend,  evince  the 
erudition  of  the  author,  and  his  refined  tafte  in  polite 
literature. 

The  letters  between  Theodofius  and  Conflantia, 
have,  for  their  bafis,  a  tale  related  in  No.  164.  of  the 
Speftator.  The  intent  of  this  epiftolary  correlpond- 
ence,  is  to  eqforce  the  precepts  of  religion,  natural  and 
revealed,  and  the  praftice  of  all  the  relative  and  focial 
duties.  The  letters  are  penned  in  a  polifhed  ftyle, 
though  the  di6fion  is  too  flowery  for  profalc  compofi- 
tion,  and  in  many  places  too  luxuriant  for  epiirolary 
writing,  in  which,  as  hath  been  very  juftly  obferved, 
*'  art  liioidd  never  v/ant  eale,  nor  elegance  loi'e  fight 
of  nature.'"  B  i  The, 
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The  fermons  of  Langhorne  are,  for  the  moft  part, 
animated  and  pathetic  j  but  ibme  of  them  are  verbofe 
and  feemingly  affefted.  They  have  been  censured  by 
a  divine  of  great  learning  and  difcernment,  who,  treat- 
ing of  fpecimens  of  fah'e  pathos,  refers  to  fermons, 
«<  by  writers  of  little  judgment  and  no  genius — to 
thofe  of  Dr.  Langhorne  in  particidar,  and  of  the  Me- 
thodifts  in  general,  where  the  inftanccs  of  falfe  pathos 
are  fo  numerous,  and  fo  ealy  to  be  found,  that  I  think 
itneedlefs  to  quote  them." — Again  :  *'  Although  me- 
thod cannot  be  too  exa6t,  it  may  be  too  ftudioully  dif- 
played.  There  are  fermons  of  the  firft  merit,  in  all 
other  refpecls,  that  may  juftly  be  compai'ed  to  fine 
ikeletons,  in  which  the  bones,  mufcles,  and  fmews 
are  fafhioned,  arranged,  and  adjufted,  in  themoft  per- 
fe6l  manner  ;  but  a  compofition  of  this  fort,  though 
ever  fo  confummate  for  its  ftrength  and  fymmetry, 
can  only  be  pleafmg  to  the  virtu  of  b.  The  extreme 
oppofed  to  this  is  the  loofe  and  foft  texture  of  Dr, 
Langhorne's  ftyle." 

His  *'  Memoirs  of  Collins,"— "  Letters  on  the  Elo- 
quence of  the  Pulpit," — "Letters  between  St.  Evere- 
mont  and  Waller,  and  Frederick  and  Pharamond,"may 
be  generally  confidered  as  produ6lions  which  difplay 
many  beauties  with  fome  defeats,  and  in  which,  obfer- 
vations  juft  and  pertinent  are  intermixed  with  remarks 
trivial  and  nugatory. 

The  tranflation  of  Plutarch's  Lives  is  mentioned  by 
a  learned  and  judicious  critic  in  the  following  terms: 

'*  Of  Plutarch's  lives,  the  tranllators  have  given  a 
verfion  that  amply  fupplies  the  defefts  of  that  tranfla- 
tion to  which  Dryden  lent  his  glorious  name,  writ- 
ten as  he  himfclf  acknowledges,  by  as  many  hands  as 
there  were  lives.  It  had,  indeed,  been  correfted.  In 
the  editions  of  1727  and  1758,  with  great  learning 
and  abilities,  as  far  as  corre6lion  was  pofTible ;  but 
the  call  and  complexion  could  only  be  improved  by  a 
new  work,  which  has  been  executed  by  the  poe- 
tical brothers,   with  an  elegance,  fidelity,  fpirit,  and 

precifion. 
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prccjfion,  that  merit  the  higheft  praife,  and  muft;  ever 
prechide  the  necefTity  of  a  fubfequent  yerfion.  The 
life  of  Plutarch  is  well  written,  and  the  notes  are  very 
valuable." 

As  Dr.  Johnfon  did  not  introduce  any  ftn«5lures 
upon  the  produ6iions  of  contemporary  poets,  in  his 
excellent  Vv'ork,  publiftied  fivil  in  1779,  under  the  title 
of  *'  biographical  and  critical  prefaces,"  our  author 
was  exempted  from  the  fevere  cenlure  of  that  rigid, 
though  judicious  critic,  as  well  as  deprived  of  the 
credit  that  might  have  refjlted  from  his  commenda- 
tion. The  talk  of  commenting  on  his  works,  has 
been  referved  for  Dr.  Anderfon,  who  has  executed  it 
in  fuch  a  manner,  as  does  honour  to  his  erudition,  his 
difcernment,  and  his  candour,  which  we  doubt  not 
will  appear  evident  to  the  judicious  reader  by  the  fol- 
lowing extra6f  s  from  the  writings  of  that  elegant  bio- 
grapher, allufive  to  our  author  in  his  poetical  capa- 
city. 

*' As  a  poet,  his-compofitlons  are  diftlnguifhed  by 
undoubted  marks  of  genius  J  a  fine  imagination,  and 
a  fenfible  heart.  Imagery  and  enthufialrn,  the  great 
cflentials  of  poetry,  infpirit  all  his  works,  and  place 
them  far  above  the  ftrain  of  vulgar  compofitions. 
The  tendernefs  of  love,  and  the  foft  language  of  com- 
plaint, were  adapted  to  his  genius,  as  well  as  eleva- 
tion of  thought,  opulence  of  imagery,  and  the  higheil 
beaufies  of  poetry.  But  the  qualities  for  which Jie  is 
chiefly  diftinguifhed,  are  imagination,  pathos,. and 
fimplicity,  animated  fentiment,  pertinence  of  allufion, 
warmth  and  vivacity  of  expreflion,  and  a  melodious 
rerfification.  His  fentimental  productions  are  exqui- 
fltcly  tender  and  beautiful  j  his  defcrlptive  compofi- 
tions fhew  a  feeling  heart,  and  a  warm  imagination  j 
and  his  lyric  pieces  are  pregnant  with  the  genuine 
fpirit  of  poetical  enthufiafm  :  but  his  ftyle,  in  the 
midll:  of  much  fplendour  and  ftrength,  is  fbmetimes 
harfh  and  obfcure,  and  may  be  cenfured  as  deficient 
in  eafe  and  diftin^lpefs.  His  chief  faults  are  redun- 
£  3  dant 
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dant  decoration,  and  an  affetSlationoF  falle  and  imnecef- 
fary  ornament.  He  Is  not  always  contented  with  that 
concii'e  and  fimple  language,  whicli  is  fufficient  to 
expreis  his  fentlments,  but  is  tempted  to  indulge  in 
fuperfluous  diftion,  by  the  fafclnating  charms  of  no- 
velty and  harmony.  By  giving  way  to  the  luxury 
of  words,  and  immoderate  embellifliment,  he  fome- 
times,  though  rarely,  violates  fimplicity,  and  be- 
comes unavoidably  inaccurate  and  redundant.  His 
fentlments,  however,  are  always  juft,  often  new,  and 
generally  ftrikhrg.  A  great  degree  of  elegance  and 
claflical  limplicity  runs  through  all  his  compcfitions  ; 
and  his  delcriptions  of  nature,  rural  imagery,  pictures 
of  private  virtue,  and  palloral  innocence,  have  a  ju- 
dicious fele6lion  of  circumftances,  a  graceful  plain- 
nefs  of  exprefiion,  and  a  happy  mixture  of  pathos  and 
fentimennt,  which  mark  the  liiperior  poet." 

His  "  Death  of  Adonis"  is  a  clailical  and  fplrited 
verfion  of  one  of  the  moil  beautiful  paftoral  poems  of 
antiquity.  The  diftion  is  eafy  and  elegant,  and  the 
numbers  mufical  and  flowing. 

The  '^  Poem  to  the  Memory  of  Mr.  Handel,"  may 
be  confidered  as  the  genuine  and  animated  wailings 
of  Poetry,  who  deplores  her  filler's  lofs  in  Handel,  in 
very  elegant  and  harmonious  verfe.  There  is  a  confi- 
derable  variety  in  the  numbers,  which  are  happily- 
adapted  to  the  fubje(5l,  and  modulated  to  a  judicious 
correfpondence  with  the  images  and  the  ientiments. 
In  the  pafiage  beginning,  *'  I  feel,  I  feel,  the  facred 
impulfe,"  &c.  the  paxiles  and  cadences  of  the  num- 
bers are  ih  fweet  and  mutable,  that  it  mull  revive  the 
.  Idea  of  a  fine  band  in  the  mind  of  every  amateur  of  the 
fcienceof  mufic. 

The  "  Ode  to  tlie  River  Eden"  is  very  pretty  and 
fanciful.  The  Stanza  extends  to  ten  lines  of  eight 
fyllables,  except  the  tenth,  which,-  fmklng  Into  fix 
changes  the  cadence  veiy  agreeably.  The  exprefiion^ 
**  laughing  wing,"  in  the  fourtli  ftanza,  is  a  bold 
but  very  pardo)iable  experiment,  in  metaphorical  lan» 

gviage. 
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guagf .  of  the  "  Hymn  to  Hope,"  the  verfificatiorl 
is  liiiooth,  the  cH6lion  elegant,  the  Imagery  plealing, 
and  the  lentiment  moftly  limple  and  pathetic.  The 
*'  Viceroy'"  prailes  Lord  Halifax  with  truth  and  deli- 
cacy, but  little  poetry. 

His  '*  Vifions  of  Fancy"'  are  the  efiufions  of  a 
contemplative  mind,  fometimes  plaintive,  and  always 
ferious,  but  too  attentive  to  the  glitter  of  {light  orna- 
ments. The  thoughts  are  pure,  fimple,  and  pathe- 
tic ;  and  the  lines  are  fuch  as  elegy  requires  j  fmooth, 
eafy,  and  flowing  j  but  the  diction  is  often  affected, 
and  the  phrafe  unPKilfully  inverted.  The  "  Autum- 
nal Elegy,"  and  other  pieces  of  that  kind,  deferves  a 
more  unqualified  commendation. 

His  *'  Genius  and  Valour"  is  a  proper  contraft  to 
*'  The  Prophecy  of  Famine."  If  he  does  not  exceed 
Churchill,  in  the  fire  and  force  of  his  num.bers,  he  is 
at  leaft  equal  to  him  in  the  eafy  and  harmonious  flow 
of  his  verhfication.  In  that  part  of  the  poem  where 
he  celebrates  thofe  natives  of  North  Britain,  who 
have  been  dilf  inguilhed  for  their  genius  and  learning  ; 
the  reprefentation  of  the  four  feafo)is  appearing  to 
Thomfon,  and  claiming  the  palm,  like  the  fabled 
competition  of  the  rural  godclefles  before  the  royal 
fliepherd,  is  entitled  to  the  higheft  praife.  The 
**  Seafons"  are  diftinguifhed  by  a  brilliancy  of  co- 
louring, and  a  diftinftnefs  and  propriety  of  attribute, 
that  rival,  if  not  iurpafs,  what  we  meet  with  of  the 
kind,  even  In  Thomfon.  The  decifion  contains 
an  elegant  compliment  to  the  amiable  poet  of  the 
Seafons. 

The  bard,  whofe  gentle  heart  ne'er  gate 

One  pain,  or  trouble,  that  tie  knew  to  fave  ; 
No  favour'd  nymph  extols  with  paitial  praiie, 
But  gives  to  each  her  pidlure  for  her  praife. 

<«  In  the  firftepiftle  of  «'  The  Enlargement  of  the 
Mind,"  he  recommends  the  ihidy  of  nature,  in  order 
io  eiilarge  our  minds   by  a  due  contemplation  of  her 

works , 
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works.  The  poem  is  rather  defeftive,  h\it  It  pof- 
felTes,  in  many  parts,  the  conclle  and  happy  expref- 
fion,  and  the  melodious  verfification  of  *'  Pope's  Ef- 
fay  on  Man."  In  the  feconcl  epiftle,  like  the  firlt, 
there  is  more  poetry  than  plan.  The  panegyric  on 
Reafon  is  eminently  beautiful,  and  the  reflexion  on 
the  culture  of  the  '«  Power  Divine"  is  pathetic. 
The  defcription  of  the  graceful  arts  that  flock  rotmfl 
the  throne  of  fcience,  particularly  Poetry,  Painthig, 
Sculpture,  and  Mujic,  is  appropriate  and  ftriking  j 
and  the  elegiac  lines,  to  the  memory  of  his  friend. 
General  Craufurd,  are  tender  and  pathetic.  **  The 
Precepts  of  Conjugal  Happinefs"  contain  much  valu- 
sble  lnftru6lion,  delivered  in  chafte  and  elegant  dic- 
tion, and  cafy  and  harmonious  verfe. 

"  The  Verfes  to  the  Memory  of  a  Ladv,"  rank 
with  the  celebrated  elegiac  compofitions  of  Lyttleton 
and  Shaw,  to  which  they  are  equal  in  poetical  merit, 
and  fcarcely  inferior  in  pathetic  tendernefs.  They 
muft  pleafe  every  body,  becaufe  there  are  beauties  in 
them  which  affefl  every  body.  The  following  line* 
muft  touch  every  feeling  heart  : 

See  the  laft  aid  of  her  expiring  ftate, 
S^e  Love,  e'en  Love,  has  lent  bis  daits  to  Fate  ! 
Oh  !  when  beneath  his  golden  fhafts  I  bleJ, 
And  vainly  bound  his  trophies  'on  my  head  ; 
When,  crown'd  with  flowers,  he  led  the  rofydajr, 
Liv'd  in  my  eye,  and  drew  friy  foul  away — 
Could  fear,  could  fancy,  at  that  tender  bou'-. 
See  the  dim  grave  demand  the  nuptial  flower  ?    • 

There,  there  his  wreathes  dejeiled  Hymen  (Irew'd, 
And  mourn'd  their  bloom  unladed  as  he  vi  w'd  j 
There  each  tnir  hope,  each  tendernefs  ot  life, 
Each  namelefs  charm  of  fof-  oblij^ing  ftiife, 
Dc^lighr,  love,  fancy,  pleafure,  genius  fled. 
And  the  b»ft  paflions  of  my  foul  lie  dead. 

The  ingenious  writer  from  whom  thefe  rcmnrks 
-ire  taken,  di^grefles  from  the  main  fubje^l  to  give  vent 
fi  a  puffion  fimllar  to  t!iat  which  produced  from   thr 

author, 
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author,  on  whofe  works  he  comments,  the  beautiful 
Imes  lall  quoted. 

As  the  following  lines  of  the  commentator  poflefs 
much  beauty  of  fentiment  and  diftion,  we  lay  them  be- 
fore our  readers  with  the  obiervations  prefixed. 

"  Thefe  pathetic  verfes,"  fays  the  elegant  com- 
mentator, "  came  i'o  near  the  feelings  of  the  prelent 
writer,  when  he  experienced  a  fimilar  afiiiclion  nine 
years  ago,  that  they  hurt  his  peace  of  mind  ;  and 
wliile  he  admired  the  poet,  and  pitied  the  man,  he  favv 
his  own  miferies  in  the  ftrongeft  point  of  view,  and 
fought,  like  him,  a  vain  relief  by  compofinga  *'  Mo- 
nody to  the  Memory  of  a  Beloved  Wife,"  in  the  fame 
meafure,  which  he  extended,  with  a  melancholy  plealiire 
that  mourners  only  know,  beyond  the  bounds  which 
cuftom  has  prefcribed  to  elegiac  verfes.  He  has  feen 
the  fcene  he  defcribes,  and  knows  how  dreadful  it  is. 
He  knows  what  it  is  to  lofe  one,  that  his  eyes  and  heart 
have  long  been  ufed  to,  and  he  never  defues  to  part 
with  the  remembrance  of  that  lofs." 


-though  the  inexorable  urn 


Never  to  me  fhall  her  lov'd  form  return  ; 

Though  cold  the  breaft  that  life's  warm  current  fed^ 

And  pale  the  cheek  that  modeft  beauty  fpread. 

Though  clos'd  the  eye  that  glanc'd  endearing  thought^ 

And  mute  the  voice  that  liviog  goodncfs  taught ; 

Never  from  me  fhall  her  lov^l  image  part, 

But  live  and  reign  unrivall'd  in  my  heart ! 

Ev'n  de:>th's  dim  fhadow  fctks  to  hide  in  vain, 

The  modeft  afpeft,  and  the  fmile  humane  I 

In  days  broad  glare,  and  in  the  gloom  of  night. 

Her  pale-ey'd  phantom  riles  to  my  light ! 

In  vain — confcft,  I  fee  my  Anna  ftan  !, 

And  the  pen  tails — .'alls  trom  my  rrembling  hand  ! 

Faint  on  m,y  lips  th'  unhallowed  founds  expire. 

That  vainly  emulate  the  mufes  fire  j 

Alrefh  my  tears  in  fond  remembrance  flow, 

And  rifing  anguifh  ftops  the  Itrain  of  woe  j 

Bleeds  in  my  bread  with  aggravated  pain, 

Throbs  at  my  heart,  and  thrills  in  every  vein  ! 


He 
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He  then  piirfues  the  main  it!bje6l : 

*'  In  his  Fables  of  Flora,"  the  plan  or  fable  is  feme - 
what  enlarged,  and  the  province  ib  far  extended,  that 
"the  original  narrative  and  moral  may  be  accompanied 
v\'ith  imagery,  delcrlptlon,  and  lentiraent.  The 
fcenery  is  formed  in  a  department  of  nature  adapted  to 
the  genius  and  dUpontion  of  poetry,  where  ftie  finds 
liew  obje6ls,  intereils  and  connections,  to  exercife  her 
fancy  and  her  powers.  The  plan  is  judicious,  and 
the  execution  truly  admirable.  None  of  his  compo- 
fitions  bear  (bonger  marks  of  poetical  invention  and 
enthuGaim  ;  none  are  didinguiilied  by  fimplicity,  ten- 
dernei's  and  delicacy,  in  a  more  eminent  degree,  and 
none  have  a  ftronger  tendency  to  promote  the  love  of 
nature,  and  the  intereils  of  humanity.  Of  thefe 
charming  compofitions,  "  The  Sun  Flower  .and  the 
Ivy,"— '«  The  Laurel  and  the  Reed,"— ''  The  Violet 
and  the  Par{ley."-7-*'  The  Wall-Fower  and  the  Mille- 
toe,"  and  the  "  Paflion  Flower"  delerve  particular 
commendation.  The  two  laft  are  diilingui^ed  by 
imagination,  pathos  and  fubiimity,  in  a  fuperior 
degree. 

"  The  Origin  of  the  Veil,"  is  an  elegant  compli- 
ment to  the  fair  fex,  exprefled  in  his  uliial  melodious 
flow  of  veid fication . 

"  The  Country  Juftice,"  breathes  throughout  a  lau^ 
dable  fpirit  of  poetry  and  humanity  5  and  is  farther  re- 
comsnendcd  to  us  by  the  additional  charms  of  a  flowing 
and  elegant  verfification.  Tiie  firft  part  opens  with  a 
rctrolpeclive  view  of  the  forlorn  ftate  of  liberty  and 
civil  lecurity  in  England  before  the  inftitution  of  juf- 
tices  of  the  peace  in  the  reign  of  Edward  III.  He  then 
celebrates  this  moft  falutary  and  excellent  appointment 
and  its  purpofes.  The  defcription  of  ancient  Juftice 
Hall  fucceeds.  In  which  there  are  Ibmeexquifite  ftrokes 
of  humour  an  i  pleafanrry.  The  morakAaraaer  of  a 
country  juftice,  fuch  as  that  of  every  mapftrate  ought 
to  be,  is  admirably  drav/n.  The  general  motives  for 
_  lenity  in  the  exciclfe  of  the  juillcc^s  office,*  are  en- 
forced 
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forced  with  much  energy  and  benevolence.  In  his 
npology  for  vagrants,  he  pleads  the  probable  milery 
of  the  widowed  parent,  who  might  have  borne 
one  of  thole  wretches,  in  the  richeft  vein  of  fancy  and 
pathos. 

Cold  on  Canadian  hills  orMinden's  plain, 
Perhaps  that  parent  mourn'd  her  foldier  flain  ; 
Bent  o'er  her  babe,  her  eye  diflblv'd  in  dew, 
Thebig  drops  mingling  with  the  milk  he  drew. 
Gave  the  fad  prefage  of  his  future  years, 
The  child  of  mifery,  baptiz'd  in  tears. 

"  lils  declaration  agalnft  that  pernicious  fpecies  of 
vagrants,  known  by  the  name  of  gypfies,  will  be  read 
with  peculiar  pleafjre. 

The  fubje6f  of  the  fecond  part  is  the  prote6lion  of 
the  poor,  'v  which  he  points  out,  with  great  energy  and 
well  placea  fatire,  the  evils  that  refult  from  a  deferted 
country,  and  an  overgrown  metropolis.  It  is  intro- 
duced by  a  dedication,  which  is  equally  moral  and  po- 
etical. In  the  third  part  he  treats  on  depredation, 
prifons,  and  filiation,  with  the  fame  pathetic  elegance, 
benevolence,  and  well  placed  fatire.  The  profe  titles 
to  the  feveral  divifions  of  the  poems,  which  brpak  the 
thread  of  the  fubjeft,  and  interrupt  the  reader  rather 
"unpleafingly,  are  omitted  in  our  edition. 

His  "  Owen  of  Carron"  is  a  pathetic  tale  told 
with  fimplicity  and  elegance.  The  fcene  is  laid  in 
Scotland,  in  the  reign  of  William  the  Lion.  The 
chara6lers  are  interefting,  and  the  events  diftreff- 
ing.  Lady  Ellen,  a  Highland  beauty,  daughter  of 
the  Earl  of  Moray,  after  being  unfuccefsfully  ad- 
tlrelfed  by  many  fuitors,  meets  with  one  who  fucceeds, 
but  whofe  iuccefs  proves  fatal  to  herfelf.  Ellen  is 
cafually  met  by  the  Earl  of  Nithifdale,  who  becomes 
enamoured  of,  and  connected  with  her.  This  in- 
tercourfe  is  obferved  by  Earl  Bernard,  a  reje6led 
And  jealous  fuitor,  who  provides  a  band  of  ruffians  to 
aiTilTinate  his  rival.  Elkn,  unconfcious  of  her  lover's 

fate 
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fate,  goes  to  meet  him  at  the  accuilomed  bower,  and 
;finds  him  dead. 

What  was  that  form  fo  gbaftly  pale 
That  low  beneath  the  poplar  lay  ?  ^ 
'Twas  Tome  poor  youth — Ah  !  Nithifdale  ! 
She  laid  ;  and  filent  funk  away. 

She  is  found  by  a  friendly  (hepherd,  who  convey* 
her  to  his  cottage,  where  flie  returns  to  life,  but  not 
to  realon.  Her  fituation  in  this  junilure  is  finely  de- 
fcribed. 

O  hide  me  in  thy  humble  bower, 
(Returning  late  to  life  Ihe  faid) 
I'll  bind  thy  crook  wieh  many  a  flower. 
With  many  a  rofy  wreath  thy  head,  &c. 

Ellen,  after  recovering  from  her  inlanlty,  and  re- 
fiding  fome  years  with  the  fliepherd,  is  elpoufed 
to  Lord  Bernard,  the  unlulpected  nmrderer  of  hfr 
hufband. 

The  Lord  of  Lothian's  fertile  vale.  Sec. 
**  From  this  event  it  can  I'carce  be  fuppofed  tliat 
Ellen  deferves  much  happinefs.  She  had  confided  to 
the  care  of  a  fliepherd  a  young  Nithifdale,  the  **  Owen 
of  Carron,""  wiio  gives  name  to  the  poem.  Owen, 
when  arrived  at  years  of  underftanding,  adverting  to 
fome- circumllances  which  he  thinks  inconfiftent  with 
his  fuppofed  i)irth,  and  prellnt  iituation,  indulges  a 
very  natural  anxiety. 

Why  is  this  crook  ndorn'd  with  gold  ? 

Why  am  I  tales  of  ladies  told  ? — 

It  I'm  but  A  flicpherd's  boy,  &c. 

The  fliepherdefs,  his  fofter- mother,  previous  to  her 
death,  reveals  the  fecret,  and  Owenrelblvcs  to  attempt 
an  interview  with  his  real  mother,  in  the  halls  of  Lo- 
thian,    His  refolution  produces  a  dreadful  cataftrophe. 
'Tis  o'er— thefe  locks  that  wav'd  in  golu, 
That  wav'd  adownthofe  cheeks  fo  fair, 
Wreaths  in  the  gloomy  tyrants  hold. 
Hang  from  the  fcver'a  head  in  air. 

the 
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The  trembli-  g  vidlim  ftraight  he  led, 

Ere  yet  her  fouTs  fi'ft  fear  was  o'er. 
He  pointed  to  the  gh^lHy  head, 

She  faw,  and  funk  to  rife  no  more. 

**  The  ftory  is  rtcilfuUy  tolJ,  and  diftinguiflied  by 
rich  imagery  and  flowing  verjitication  ;  but  the  illicit 
commerce  of  Niihil'dale  and  Ellen  fliould  not  have 
pafltd  unreproached,  as  if  it  were  irreproachable. 

Moit  of  the  po(  ms  of  Langhorne  are  diltinguiflied 
by  tendernefs  of  fentiment,  luxuriance  of  deicription, 
force  of  pathos,  and  harmony  of  numbers.  His  fonnets 
and  I'maller  pieces  have  their  brighter  paffages,  but 
require  no  dillincl  enumei^ation  or  particular  cri- 
ticifm. 
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SONNET 

TO  MR. LANGHORNE. 
BY   JOHN  SCOTT,  ESq. 

LANGHORNE,  unknown  to  me  (fequefter'dfwaln}) 
Save  by  the  Mufe's   foul-enchanting  lay, 
Tj|»  kmdred  Ipu-its  never  fung  in  vain, 
Acc^j^t  the  tribute  of  this  light  effay  ; 
Due  for  thy  fweet  fongs  that  amuci'd  my  day !  5 

Where  fancy  held  her  vlfionary  reign. 
Or  Scotland's  honours  claimed  the  paftoral  ftrain. 
Or  Muhc  came  o'er  Handel  tears  to  pay : 
For  all  thy  Irwan's  flow'ry  banks  difplay, 
Thy  Perfian  Lover  and  his  Indian  Fair  j  30 

All  Theodofius'  mousnful  lines  convey. 
Where  pride  and  av'ric^  part  a  matchlefs  pair  j 
Receive  juft  praife  and  wrs^ths  that  ne'er  decay, 
By  fame  and  virtue  tvvin'd  for  thee  to  wear. 

A  in  well,  near  Ware, 
March  16,  1766. 


:^^l^^^i^ 
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GENIUS  AND  VALOUR, 
A  PASTORAL  POEM. 

WXITTErf  IN  HONOUR  OF  A  SISTER  KINGDOM,  176^. 
AMYNTOR,    CHORUS  OF  SHEPHERDS. 

WHERE  Tweed's  fair  plains  in  liberal' beauty  He, 
And  Flora  laughs  beneath  a  lucid  fky  j 
Long  winding  vales  where  cryftal  waters  lave,  [wave, 
Where  blythe  birds  warble,  and  vs'here  green  woods 
A  blight- haired  fhepherd,  in  young  beauty's  bloom,  5 
Tun'd  his  Iweet  pipe  behind  the  yellow  broom. 

Free  to  the  gale  his  waving  ringlets  lay, 
And  his  blue  eyes  difFus'd  an  azure  day. 
Light  o'er  his  limbs  a  carelefs  robe  he  flung  ;   [ftrung. 
Health  rals'd  his  heart,  and  ftrength  his  firm  nerves 

His  native  plains  poetic  charms  inl'pir'd,  11 

Wild  icenes,  where  ancient  Fancy  oft  retir'd  ! 
Oft  led  her  fairies  to  the  fliepherd's  lay, 
By  Yarrow's  banks,  or  groves  of  Endermay, 

Nor  only  his  thole  images  that  rife    ^  15 

Fair  to  the  glance  of  Fancy's  plaftic  e5'es  ; 
His  country's    love  his  patriot  Jbul  polfefs'd. 
His  country's  honour  fir'd  his  filial  breaft. 
Her  lofty  genius,  piercing,  bright,  and  bold. 
Her  valour  witnefs'd  by  the  world  of  old,  aa 

Witnel's'd  once  more  by  recent  heaps  of  llain 
On  Canada's  wild  hills,  and  Mindcn's  plain, 

To  Ibunds  fublimer  wak'd  his  palloral  leed — 

Peace,  mountain-echoes  !   while  the  (trains  proceed. 

AMYNTOR. 

No  more  of  Tiviot,  nor  the  flowery  braes,  25 

Where  the  blythe  fliepherd  tunes  his  lightlbme  lays  i 
No  more  of  Leader's  fairy-haunted  ftiore, 
Of  Athol's  lawiis,  and  Glcdfwood-banks  no  more. 
Unheeded  fmile  my  country's  native  charms, 
Loft  in  the  glory  of  her  arts  and  arms .  30 

C  2 
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rhefe,  fliepherds,  thefe  demand  fublimer  ftrains 
Than  Clyde's  clear  ibuntains,  or  than  AthoPs  plains. 

CHORUS  OF  SHEPHERDS. 

Shepherd,  to  thee  Cubrimer  lays  belong, 
The  force  divine  of  foul-commanding  Ibrg. 
Thele  humble  reeds  have  little  learnt  to  play,  35 

Save  the  light  airs  that  cliear  the  paftoral  day. 
Of  the  clear  fountain,  and  the  fruitful  plain 
We  fing,  as  Fancy   guides,  the  fnnple  ftrain. 
If  then  thy  country's  facred  fame  demand 
The  high-tonM  mufic  of  a  happier  hand     ■  ■  40 

Shepherd,  to  thee   fublimer  lays  belong. 
The  force  divine  of  foul-commanding  fong. 

AMYNTOR. 

In  fplte  of  fa6l ion's  blind,  unmanner'd  rage, 
Of  v;uious  fortune  and  deliruftive  age,   , ' 
Fair  Scotland's  honovirs  yet  unchang'd  are  feen,       45 
Her  palms  iViU  blooming,  and  her  laurels  green. 

Freed  from  the  confines  of  her  Gothic  grave, 
When  her  firft  light  reviving  Science  gave, 
Alike  o'er  Britain  flione  the  liberal  ray, 
From  *  Enlwith's  mountains  to  the  banks  of  Tay.  50 

For  James  f  the  Mufes  tun'd  their  fportive  lays. 
And  bound  the  monarch's  brow  with  Chaucer's  bays. 
Arch  Humour  fmil'd  to  hear  his  mimic  Ihain, 
And  plaufive  Laughter  thrilTd  through  every  vein. 

When  lafte  and  genius  form  the  royal  mind,  55 

The  fiU'our'd  arts  a  happier  eia  find. 
By  James  belov'd,  the  mufes  tun'd  their  lyres 
To  nobler  Itrains,  and  brtath'd  diviner  fires. 
But  the  dark  mantle  of  involving  time 
Has  veil'd  their  beauties,  ami  oblcur'd  their  rhyme.  60 

Yet  Itill  fome  pleafing  monuments  remain, 
Some  marks  of  genius  in  each  later  reign. 
In  nervous  ftrains  Dunbar's  bold  mufic  flows. 
And  time  yet  Ipares  the  Thiltle  and  the  Rofe  j;. 

«  A  chain  of  mountains  near  Folkftone  in  Kent. 

f  Tame  tiie  firft,  Kinp  of  Scotland,  Author  of  the  famous  old/oiig,  entitUrt 
Chnft'i,  Kirk  ».n  the  Green. 

t  A  poem  fo  called,  written  in  honour  of  Margaret,  daughter  to  Henry  VII, 
i«  fcer  marnafic  to  James  jv.  King  of  Scot».  fly  Mr.  William  Dunliar 
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O,  while  his  courie  the  hoary  warrior  fteers,  6$ 

Through  the  long  range  of  lile-diflblving  years. 
Through  all  the  evils  of  each  changeful  age, 
Hate,  envy,  faclion,  jealoxify,  and  rage. 
Ne'er  may  his  fcvthe  thefe  facred  plants  divide, 
Thefe  plants  by  heaven  in  native  union  tied  1  7* 

Still  may  the  flower  its  focial  fweets  difclofe, 
The  hardy  Thlftle  ftill  defend  the  Rofe  ! 

Hail  happy  days !  appeas'd  by  Margaret's  charms, 
When  rival  Valour  flieath'd  his  fatal  arms. 
When  kindred  realms  unnatural  war  fuppreft,  75 

Nor  aim'd  their  arrows'  at  a  filler's  breall. 

Kind  to  the  mule  is  Quiet's  genial  day  j 
Her  olive  loves  the  foliage  of  the  bay. 

With  bold  Dunbar  arole  a  numerous  choir, 
Of  rival  bards  that  ftrung  the  Dorian  lyre.  8* 

In  gentle  Henryfon's*  unlabour'd  ftrain 
Sweet  Arethufa's  fliepherd  breath'd  again  : 
Nor  fhall  your  tuneful  vifions  be  forgot, 
Sage  Bellentynef  ,and  fancy-painting  Scott|. 
But,  O  my  country  !  how  fliall  memory  trace  85 

Thy  bleeding  anguifli,  and  thy  dire  difgrace  ? 
Weep  o'er  the  ruins  of  thy  blafted  bays. 
Thy  glories  loft  in  either  Charles's  days? 
When  througii  thy  fields  deftru61:ive  rapine  fpread, 
Nor  fparing  infant's  tears,  nor  hoary  head.  90 

In  thofe  dread  days  the  unprotefted  fwain 
Mourn'd  on  the  mountains  o'er  his  wafted  plain. 
Nor  longer  vocal  with  the  fhepherd's  lay 
Were  Yarrow's  banks,  or  groves  of  Endermay 

CHORUS  OF  SHEPHERDS. 

Amyntor,  ceafe  !  the  painful  fcene  forbear,  95 

Nor  the  fond  breaft  of  filial  duty  tear. 
Yet  in  our  eyes  our  father's  forrows  flow. 
Yet  In  our  bofoms  lives  their  lafting  woe. 

♦  Mr.  Robert  Henryfon,  an  ingenious  paftoral  poet. 

t  Mr.  John  Bellentyne,  Archcleau  of  Murray,  Author  of  a  beautiful 
allegorjcai  pucm,  entitled,  Viriiic  and  Vice. 

X  Mr.  Archibald  Scott,  in  the  year  1524,  tranflated  the  Vifion,  a  poem,<aid 
to  have  been  written  in  the  year  ij6o.  He  was  author  of  the  Eagle  and  the 
Reilbrtaft  alfo,  aud  I"«ver»l  other  piecs'  written  wit)>  uncoramon  elegan«c 
fur  Uieif  da>  ,  C  i 
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At  eve  returning  fVom  ther  icanty  fold, 
When  the  long  iuiferings  of  their  fires  they  told,    ico 
Oft  have  we  figh'd  the  piteous  tale  to  hear,  ' 

And  infant  wonder  dropt  the  mimic  tear. 

AMYNTOR. 

Shepherds,  no  longer  need  your  f  jrrows  flow. 
Nor  pious  duty  cheriih  endlei's  woe. 
Yet  fliould  remembrance,  led  by  filial  love,  105 

Through  the  dark    vale  of  old  affliftions  rove. 
The  mournful  fliades  of  forrows  paft  explore, 
And  think  of  miferies  that  are  no  more  ; 
Let  thofe  fad  fcenes  that  afk  the  duteous  tear, 
The  kind  return  of  happier  days  endear.  no 

Hail,  Anna  hail !   O  rnay  each  mufe  divine, 
With  wreaths  eternal  grace  thy  holy  fhrine  ! 
Grav'd  on  thy  tomb  this  ficred  verfe  reinain. 
This  verfe  more  fweet  than  conqueft's  founding  ftraln. 
*'  She  bade  the  rage  of  hoftile  nations  ceafe,  115 

*'  The  glorious  arbitrefs  of  Europe's  peace." 
She,  through  whofc  bofom  roli'd  the  vital  tide 
Of  Britain's  monarchs  in  one  ftream  allied, 
ClosM  the  long  jeaioufies  of  different  Ivvay, 
And  law  united  filler-realms  obey.  120 

Aufpicious  days  !   wlien  tyranny  no  more 
Rais'd  his  red  arm,  nor  drenched  his  darts  in  gore  j 
Wiien,   long  an  exile  from  his  native  plain, 
Safe  to  his  fold  returned  the  weary  fwain  j 
I^eturn'd,  and  many  a  painful  fummer  paft,  115 

Beheld  the  green  bench  by  his  door  at  laft. 

Aufpicious  days  !   when  Scots,  no  more  oppreft. 
On  their  free  mountains  bar\l  the  fearlefs  breall. 
With  plealure  law  their  flocks  unbounded  feed. 
And  tun'd  to  ftrains  of  ancient  joy  the  reed.  130 

Then,  fliepherds,  did  your  wondering  fires  behold 
A  form  divine,  whofe  verture  flam'd  with  gold  j 
Hii  radiant  eyes  a  Harry  luftre  flied. 
And  folar  glories  beaniM  around  his  head. 
Like  that  Ihange  power  by  fabling  poets    felgnM,  135 
t'-om  eaft to  weft  his  mighty  arm*  he  Ilrain'd* 
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A  rooted  olive  in  one  hand  he  bore, 
In  one  a  globe,  inlcrib^d  with  ka  and  fhore. 
From   Fhames's  banks  to  Tweed,  to  Tay  he  came, 
Wealth  in  his  rear,  and  Commtrce  was  his  name.  140 

Glad  Indu.lry  the  glorious  (tranger  hails, 
Rears  the  tall  malls,  and  ipreads  the  fwelling  fails  j 
Regions  remote  with  a6live  hope  explores, 
Wild  Zcmbla's  hills,  and  Afi  ic's  burning  fliores. 

But  chief,  Columbus,  of  thy  various  coaif,  145 

Child  ol  the  Union,  Conimeice  bears  his  boaft.- 
To  feek  thy  new-found  worlds,  the  venturous  fwain. 
His  lal's  foriaking,  left  the  lowland  plain  j 
Afide  liis  crv.ok,  his  idle  pipe  he  threw, 
And  bade  to  mufic  and  to  love  adieu.  150 

Hence,  Glafgow  fair,  thy  wealth-diifufing  hand, 
Thy  groves  of  veffels,  and  thv  crowded  llrand  j 
Hence,  round  his  folds  the  moorland  ihepherd  fples 
New  focial  towns,  and  happv  hamlets  rife. 

But  me  not  fplendour,  nor  the  hopes  of  gain,       155 
Should  ever  tempt  to  quit  the  peaceful  plain. 
Shall  I,  poileft  of  all  that  life  requires. 
With  tutored  hopes^  and  limited  defires. 
Change  thefe  fweet  fields,  thefe  native  fcenes  of  eafe. 
For  climes  uncertain,  and  uncertain  feas  ?  160 

Nor  yet,  fair  Commerce,  do  I  thee  difdain. 
Though  guilt  and  death  and  riot  fwell  thy  train  j 
Cheer'd  by  the  influence  of  thy  gladdening  ray, 
The  liberal  arts  fublimcr  works  cflay ; 
Genius  for  thee  relumes  his  facred  fires,  165 

And  Science  nearer  to  her  heaven  aipires. , 

The  fanguine  eye  of  Tyranny  long  clos  d, 
By  Commerce  foiler'd,  and  in  Peace  repos'd, 
No  more  her  mileries  when  my  countiy  mouru'd, 
Witii  brighter  flames  her  glowing  genius  burned,  17* 
Soon  wandering  fearlefs  many  a  niul'e  was  feen 
O'er  the  dun  mountain,  and  the  wild  wood  green. 
Soon,  to  the  warblings  of  the  paftoral  reed, 
Started  fweet  Echo  from  the  fliores  of  Tweed. 

O  favoured  Ibcam  !  where  thy  fair  current  flows. 
The  child  of  nature,  gentle  Thomfon,  rofe.  17^ 
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Voiins^  as  he  wander'd  on  thy  flowery  fide, 
With  limple  joy  to  fee  thy  bright  waves  glide, 
Thither,  in  ali  their  native  charms  array'd, 
From  climes  remote  the  fifter  Seafons  ftray'd.  i8o 

Long  each  in  beauty  boafted  to  excel, 
(For  jealoufi-^s  in  fifter-bofoms  dwell) 
B'lt  now,  delighted  with  the  liberal  boy, 
Like  heaven's  fair  rivals  in  tlie  groves  of  Troy, 
Yield  to  an  humble  fwain  their  high  debate,  1S5 

And  from  his  voicK  the  palm  of  beauty  wait. 

Her  naked  charms,  like  Venus,  to  difclofe. 
Spring  from  her  bolbm  threw  the' fhad owing  rofe  ; 
Bar'd  the  pure  fnow  that  feeds  the  lover's  fire, 
The  breall  that  thrills  with  exquifite  defire  j  19© 

Affuni'd  the  tender  fmile,  the  melting  eye. 
The  breath  favonian,  and  the  yielding  figh. 
One  beauteous  hand  a  wilding's  bloifom  grac'd. 
And  one  fell  carelefs  o'er  her  zonelefs  waift. 

Majeftic  Summer,  in  gay  pride  adorn'd,  195 

Her  rival  fifter's  fimple  beauty  fcorn'd. 
With  purple  wreaths  her  lofty  brows  were  bound. 
With  glowing  flowers  her  rlfingbofom  crown'd. 
In  her  gay  zone,  by  artful  Fancy  fram'd, 
The  brieht  rofe  buih'd,  the  full  carnation  flam*d  ; 
Her  cheeks  the  glow  of  fplendid  clouds  difplay,     aoi 
And  her  eyes  flafh  infufferable  day. 

With  milder  air  the  gentle  Autumn  came, 
But  leemM  to  languifh  at  her  filler's  flame. 
Yet,  confcious  of  her  boundlefs  wealth,  fhe  bore      2®S 
On  high  the  emblems  of  her  golden  ftore. 
Yet  could  fhe  boall  the  plenty-pouring  hand, 
The  liberal  fmile,  benevolent  and  bland  } 
Nor  might  ihe  fear  in  beauty  to  excel, 
From  whofe  fair  head  fuch  golden  trelTes  fell  j  21© 

Nor  might  fiie  envy  Summer's  flowery  zone. 
In  whofe  fweet  eye  tlie  ftar  of  evening  flione. 

Next,  the  pale  power,  that  blots  the  golden  fky, 
Wreath'd  her  grim  brows,  androlTd  her  ftormv  eye  ; 
*•'  Behold,"  flie  cried,  with  voice  that  fhook  the  ground, 
(Tki  bard,  tlie  fiilcr*  Lrcmbkd  at  the  fwund)  316 
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«*  Ye  weak  admirers  of  a  grape,  or  rofe, 

"  Behold  my  wild  magnificence  of  Ihows  ! 

*'  See  my  keen  froft  her  glaffy  boibm  bare  ! 

*'  Mock  the  faint  fun,  and  bind  the  fluid  air  !  az* 

*'  Nature  to  you  may  lend  a  painted  hour, 

*'   With  you  may  fport,  when  I  fufpend  my  power, 

*'  But  you  and  nature,  who  that  power  obey, 

**  Shall  own  my  beauty,  or  fliall  dread  my  iway." 

She  ipuke  :  the  bard,  whole  gentle  heart  ne'er  gave 
One  pain  or  trouble  that  he  knew  to  fa.ve  ;  226 

No  iavour'd  nymph  extols  with  partial  lays. 
But  gives  to  each  her  pifture  for  her  praiie. 

Mucelies  his  lyre  in  death's  uncheerful  gloom. 
And  Truth  and  Genius  weep  at  Thomfon's  tomb. 

Yet  Hill  the  mufe's  living  ibunds  per^^ade  231 

Her  ancient  fcenes  of  Caledonian  fliade. 
Still  nature  liltens  to  the  tuneful  lay, 
On  Kilda's  mountains  and  in  Endermay. 

Th'  ethereal  brilliance  of  poetic  fire,  235 

The  mighty  hand  that  Imites  the  Ibunding  lyre. 
Strains    that  on  fancy's  (Irongeft  pinion  rile, 
Conceptions  vaft,  and  thoughts  thatgraip  the  fkles, 
To  the  lapt  youth  that  mus'd  on  *Shakijpeare's  grave. 
To  Ogiivie  the  mufe  of  Pindar  gave.  24.0 

-j-Time,  as  he  fung,  a  moment  ceas'd  to  fly. 
And  lazy  jSIeep  unfolded    half  his  eye. 

O  wake,  fweet  bnrd,  the  Fheban  lyre  again  j 
With  ancient  valour  iwell  the  founding  Iha'.n  j 
Hail  the  high  trophies  by  thy  country  won,  2{.' 

The  wreaths  that  flourifli  for  each  valiant  fc.n. 

While  Hardyknute  frowns  red  with  Norway's  gore. 
Paint  her  pale  matrons  weeping  on  the  ihore. 
Hark  !   the  green  clarion  pouring  floods  of  breath 
Voluminoufly  loud  }   high  icorn  of  death  250 

Each  gallant  I'plrit  tlates  j    iee  Rothfay's  thane 
With  arm  of  mountain  oak  his  firm  bow  Itrain  1 

♦  see  Mr.  Ogilvie's  Orie  to  the  Genius  of  Shalcfpeare. 
t  Odeto  Time.      Ibid, 
t  Ode  to  Sleep.    Ibid. 


54  LANGHORKE'S  POEMS. 

Hark !  the  firing  twangs---the  whizzing  arrow  flies ; 

The  fierce  Norle  falls— -indignant  falls ---and  dies. 

O'er  the  dear  urn,  where  glorious  *  Wallace  fleeps,  255 

True  valour  bleeds,  and  patriot  virtue  weeps. 

Son  of  the  lyve,  what  high  ennobling  ftrain. 

What  meed  from  thee  fhall  generous  Wallace  gain  ? 

"Who  greatly  fcorning  an  ufurper's  pride, 

Bar'd  his  brave  brealf  for  liberty,  and  died.  260 

Boaft,  Scotland,  boaft  thy  fons  of  mighty  name, 
Thine  ancient  chiefs  of  high  heroic  fame. 
Souls  that  to  death  their  Country's  foes  opposed, 
And  life  in  freedom,  giorious  freedom  clos'd. 

Where,  yet  bewail'd,  Arg}'le's  f  warm  afhes  lie,  265 
Let  Mufic  breath  her  moft  perfuafive  figh. 
To  him,  what  Heaven  to  man  could  give,  It  gave, 
^Viie,  generous,  honeft,  eloquent  and  brave. 
Genius  and  Valour  for  Argyle  (hall  mourn. 
And  his  own  laurels  flourifh  round  his  urn,  270 

P,  may  they  bloom  beneath  a  fav'ring  Iky, 
And  in  their  fhade  Reproach  and  Envy  die.  272 

.    TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  MR.  HANDEL.J 

SPIRITS  of  mufic,  and  ye  powers  of  fong, 
That  wak\l  to  painful  melody  the  lyre 
Of  young  Jefiides,  when,  in  Sion's  vale 
He  wept  o'er  bleeding  friend  (hip  ;  ye  that  mourn'd 
While  freedom  drooping  o'er  Euphrates'  ilream,         5 
Her  penfive  harp  on  the  pale  ofier  hung, 
Begin  once  more  the  forrow  (bothing  lay. 

Ah  !  where  (hall  now  the  Mufe  fit  numbers  find  ? 
What  accents  pure  to  greet  thy  tuneful  (hade, 
Sweet  harmonift  ?  'twas  thine,  the  tender  fall  10 

Of  pity's  plaintive  lay  5  for  thee  the  ftream 
Of  filver-winding  mufic  fweeter  playM, 
And  purer  flow'd  for  thee,  all  filent  now     - 

«  Willi.itn  Wallace,  who  after  bravely  defending  his  country  ngainft  the 
»rms  of  Edward  I.  whs  executed,  as  a  rebel,  thoueh  he  had  takcnHOOitIt 
of  aUeeiaixe. 

f  Archibald,  the  third  Duke  of  Argj'le,  died  April  ij,  ifffi. 

t  Ht  died  14  April,  1759. 
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♦  Thofe  airs  tkat,  breathing  o'er  the  bread  of  Thames, 
Led  amorous  Echo  down  the  long,  long  vale,  15 

Delighted  :  ftHdIous  from  thy  fweeter  Itrain 
To  melodife  her  own  ;  when  fancy-lorn, 
She  mourns  in  anguiih  o'er  the  drooping  breaft 
Of  young  NarcifTus.     From  their  amber  ums» 
-|-  Parting  their  green  locks  ftreamingin  the  fun,       »•> 
The  Naiads  rofe  and  fmiPd  :  nor  fmce  the  day 
When  firft  by  mufic,  and  by  freedom  led 
From  Grecian  Acidale ;  nor  fmce  the  day 
When  laft  from  Ai^no's  weeping  fount  they  came, 
To  fmooth  the  ringlets  of  Sabina's  hair,  25 

Heard  they  like  minftrelfy— fountains  and  (hades 
Of  Twit'nam,  and  of  Windfor,  fam'd  in  fong  ! 
Ye  heights  of  Clermont,  and  ye  bowers  of  Ham! 
That  heard  the  fine  ftrain  vibrate  through  your  groves, 
Ah!  where  were  then  your  long-lov'd  Mufes  fled,  30 
When  Handel  breath'd  no   more  ? — and  thou,   fweet 
That  nightly  wrapt  thy  Milton's  hallow'd  ear  [queen. 
In  the  foft  ecftafies  ofLydian  airs  ; 
X  That  fince  attun'd  to  Handel's  high-wound  lyre 
The  lay  by  thee  fuggefted  j  could'll  not  thou 
Soothe  with  thy  fweet  fong  the  grim  §  fury's  breaft? 

Cold-hearted  Death  1  his  wanly-glaring  eye 
Nor  virtue's  fmile  attrafts,  nor  fame's  loud  trump 
Can  pierce  his  iron  ear,  for  ever  barr'd 
To  gentle  founds  :  the  golden  voice  of  fong,  49 

That  charms  the  gloomy  partner  of  his  birth*. 
That  foothes  defpair  and  pain,  he  hears  no  more, 
Than  rude  winds,  bluft'ring from  the  Cambrian  cliffs, 
The  traveller's  feeble  lay.     To  court  fair  fame, 
To  toil  with  flow  ileps  up  the  ftar-crown'd  hill,        45 
Where  fcionce,  leaning  on  her  fculptur'durn. 
Looks  confcious  on  the  fecret-working  hand 
Of  Nature  ;  on  the  wings  of  genius  borne. 
To  foar  above  the  beaten  walks  of  life, 

*  The  Water-Mufic  ^ 

Rorantefq  ;  Comas  a  Fronte  rcmovit  ad  Aurcs.  Oz'id.  Met, 
t  L' Allegro  II  Penferofo,  ftt  to  jjivfic  by  Mr.  Handel. 
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Is,  like  the  paintings  of  an  evening  cloud,  50 

Th'  amufement  of  an  hour.     Night,  gloomy  night, 
Spreads  her  black  wings,  and  all  the  viiion  dies. 

Ere  long,  the  heart,  that  heaves  this  figh  to  thee, 
Shall  beat  no  more  I  ere  long,  on  this  fond  lay 
Which  mourns  at  Handel's  tomb,  Infulting  Time    55 
Shall  ftrewhis  cankering  ruft.   Thy  ftrain,  perchance, 
Thy  facred  ftrain  fliall  the  hoar  warrior  fpare  j 
For  founds  like  thine,  at  Nature's  early  birth, 
Arous'd  him  llumberlng  <;n  the  dead  profound 
Of  duiky  Chaos  ;  by  the  golden  harps  60 

Of  choral  angels  fummon'd  to  his  race  : 
And  founds  like  thine,  when  nature  is  nom.ore. 
Shall  call  him  weary  from  the  lengthened  toils, 
Of  twice  ten  thoufand  years. — O  would  his  hand 
Yet  fpare  Ibme  portion  of  this  vital  flame,  65 

The  trembling  Mufe,  that  now  faint  effort  makes 
On  young  and  artlefs  wing,  Hiould  bear  thy  praife. 
Sublime,  above  the  mortal  botmds  of  earth. 
With  heavenly  fire  relnme  her  feeble  ray. 
And,  taught  by  feraphs,  frame  her  fong  for  thee.     70 

I  feci,  I  feel  the  facred  impulfe — hark! 
Wak'd  from  according  lyres  the  fweet  ftralns    flow 
In  fymphony  divine  ;  from  air  to  air 
The  trembling  numbers  fly  1  fwift  burfts  away 
The  flow  of  joy — now  fwells  the  flight  of  praile.        75 
Springs  the  flirlll  trump  aloft;  the  toiling  chords 
Melodious  labour  through  the  flying  maze  ; 
And  the  deep  bafe  his  Ifrong  found  rolls  av/ay, 

Majeftically  fweet Yet,  Handel,  raife, 

Yet  wake  to  higher  ftralns  thy  facrtd  lyre:  80 

The  nnmeofages,  the  fupreme  of  things, 

The  great  MefTnh  aflcs  it ;  He  whole  hand 

Led  into  form  yon  everlafting  orbs. 

The  harmony  of  nature — He  whole  hand 

Sfretch'd  o'er  the  wilds  of  fpacethis  beauteous  ball,  85 

Whole  fpirit  breathes  through  all  his  fmiling  work* 

Mnfic  and  love yet  Handel  raife  the  itrani. 

Hark  !  what  angelic  founds,  what  voice  divine 
Bi-eathe«  through  the  ravifh'd  air !  my  rapt  ear  feds 
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The  harmony  of  Heaven.     Hail  lacred  choir!  9« 

Immortal  fpirits,  hail !   if  haply  thofe 
That  erft  in  favcur'd  Palelline  proclaim'd 
Glory  and  peace  :  her  angel -haunted  groves, 
Her  piny  moimtains,  and  her  golden  vales 
Re-echo'd  peace — But,  oh  !  fulpend  the  ftrain —      95 
The  fweliing  joy's  too  much  for  mortal  bounds! 
'Tis  tranfport  even  to  pain. 

Yet,  hark  !  what  plcahng  founds  invite  mine  ear 
So  venerably  fweet  ?  'Tis  Sion's  lute. 
Behold  her*  hero!  from  his  valiant  brow  too 

Looks  Judah's  lion,  on  his  thigh  the  fword 
Ofvanquifh'd  Apollonius — the  fiuill  trump 
Through  Bethoron  proclaims  th'  approaching  fight. 
I  fee  the  brave  youth  lead  his  little  band, 
With  toil  and  hunger  faint  j  yet  from  his  arm         ]«5 
The  rapid  Syrian  flies.     Thus  Henry  once. 
The  Britifli  Henry,  with  his  way-wom  troop, 
Subdu'd  the  pride  of  France — Now  louder  blows 
The  martial  clangor  ;  lo  Nicanor's  hoft  ! 
With  threatening  turrets  crown'd,  flowly  advance  1 10 

The  ponderous  elephants 

The  blazing  fun,  from  many  a  golden  fhleld  * 

Refle£led,  gleams  afar.     Judean  chief! 
How  (liall  thy  force,  thy  little  force  fuftain 
The  dreadful  fliock  I  115 

f  The  hero  comes — 'Tis  boundlefs  mirth  and  fong, 
And  dance  and  triumph  ;  every  labouring  ftring, 
And  voice,  and  breathing  fliell  in  concert  ftrain 
To  fwell  the  raptures  of  tumultuous  joy. 

O  mafter  of  the  paflions  and  the  foul,  lao 

Seraphic  Handel !  how  (hall  words  defcrlbe 
Thy  mufic's  countlefs  graces,  namelefs  powers  ? 

When  I  he  of  Gaza,  blind,  and  funk  in  chains, 
On  female  treachery  looks  greatly  down. 
How  the  breaft  burns  indignant!   in  thy  ftrain,       125 
When  fweet-voic'd  piety  refigns  to  heaven, 

*  Judas  Maccabxus. 

+  Chorus  of  Youtlis  in  Judas  Maccabaeus.     , 

Z  See  the  Oratorio  of  aainlon. 

D 
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Glows  not  each  bofom  with  the  flame  of  virtue  ? 
O'er  Jephtha's  votive  maid  when  the  loft  lute 
Sounds  the  flow  fymphony  of  funeral  grief, 
What  youthful  breaft  but  melts  with  tender  pity  ?  130 
What  parent  bleeds  not  with  a  parent's  woe  ? 

O  longer  than  this  worthy  lay  can  live! 
While  fame  and  mific  footh  the  human  ear  ! 
Be  this  thy  praife  :   to  lead  the  polifli'd  mind 
To  virtue's  nobleft  heights  j  to  light  the  flame       135 
Of  Britifh  freedom,  roufe  the  generous  thought, 
Refine  the  paflions,  and  exalt  the  foul 
To  love,  to  heaven,  to  harmony  and  thee.  1 38 

TO  THE 

HON.  CHARLES  YORK. 

AMUSE  that  lov'd*  in  nature's  walks  to  ftray. 
And  gather'd  many  a  wild  flower  in  her  way. 
To  nature's  friend  her  genuine  gifts  wo\dd  bring, 
The  light  amufonents  of  life's  vacant  fpring  5 
Nor  fhalt  thou,  York,  her  humble  offering  blame,       5 
If  pure  her  incenfe,  and  unmixt  her  flame. 
She  pours  no  flattery  into  folly's  ear. 
No  fhamelefs  hireling  of  a  fliamelefs  peer, 
The  friends  of  Pope  indulge  her  native  lays, 
And  Gloucerter  joins  with  Lyttelton  to  praife.  10 

Each  judge  of  art  herftrain,  though  artlefs,  loves  j 
And  Shenltone  imil'd,  and  polifh'd  Kurd  approves. 
O  may  fuch  fpirits  long  proteft  my  page. 
Surviving  lights  of  wit's  departed  age  ! 
Long  may  I  in  their  kind  opinion  live  •  15 

All  meaner  praife,  all  envy  I  forgive 

Yet  fairly  be  my  future  laurels  won! 
Nor  let  me  bear  a  bribe  to  Hardwicke's  fon ! 
Should  his  free  fufij-age  own  the  favour'd  fl:raln, 
Though  vain  the  toil,  the  glory  were  not  vain.  20 
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INSCRIPTION 

ON  THE   DOOR  OF  A  STUDY. 

OTHOU  that  ftialt  prelume  to  tri^ad 
Thii  maulion  ot  the  mighty  dead, 
Coine  with  the  tree,  untainted  mindj 
The  nuiie,  the  pedant  leave  behind  j 
And  alj  that  fuperftition,  fraught  5 

With  folly's  lore,  thy  youth  has  taught^ 
Each  thought  that  rcaibn  cnn't  retain — 
Leave  it,  and  li.-arn  to  think,  again. 
Yet,  vvhdetiiy  itudious  eyes  explore, 
And  range  thefe  various  volumes  o'er,  10 

Truft  !)Jindly  to  no  t'av'rite  pen, 
Remeaibriag  authors  are  but  men. 
Has  fail-  Phriolbphy  thy  love  ? 
Away  !  (he  lives  in  yonder  grcve. 
If  the  uveet  Muie  chy  pleiu'ure  gives  ;  15 

With  her,  in  yonder  grovc  flie  lives  : 
And  if  I^eligicn  claims  thy  care  j 
Religion,  fled  from  books,  is  there. 
For  tirit  from  Nature's  works  we  drevir 
Our  knowledge,  and  our  vrtue  too.  2.9 

MONODY.  1759. 

AH  fcenes  belov'd  !  all  confcious  (hades, 
That  wave  thefe  parent-vales  along  ! 
Ye  bowers  where  Fancy  met  the  tuneful  maids. 
Ye  mountains  vocal  with  my  Doric  fong, 
Teach  your  wild  echoes  to  complain  5 

In  iighs  of  Iblcmn  woe,  in  broken  founds  of  pain. 

For  her  I  mourn, 
Now  the  cold  tenant  of  the  thoughtlefs  urn— 
For  her  bewail  thefe  fnains  of  woe, 
For  her  theft  Hllal  forrows  tlow  ;  10 

Source  of  my  life,  that  led  my  tender  years, 
With  all  a  parent's  pious  fears. 
That  nursd  my  infant  though.t,  and  taught  my  mind  to 

Careful,  Ihe  mark'd  each  dangerous  wiy,       [grow. 
Where  youth's  unwary  footfteps  ilray  ;  1 5 

Da 
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She  taught  the  uruggihig  paffions  to  fubfide, 
Where  iacred  truth,  and  rea(bn  guide, 
In  vhtue's  glorious  path  to  feek  the  reahns  of  day, 

La!r.e;ited  goodnejs !  yet  I  lee 
The  fend  aife^lion  melting  in  lier  eye  :  20 

She  bends  its  tearful  orb  on  me, 
And  h:-^-^-  rlv.  tender  %h  j 
As,  ■-,  file  the Joils  iurveys, 

Th;;!  .:  :;  lite's  perplexing  maze, 

And  for  htr children  feels  again  25 

Ail,  all  that  love  can  fear,  and  all  that  fear  can  feigi\. 

O  beft  of  parents  !  let  me  pour 
My  forrows  o'er  thy  fdent  bed  : 
There  early  ffrew  the  vernal  flower,' 
The  parting  tear  at  evening  flied—  30 

Alas  I  are  thefe  the  only  meed 
Of  each  kind  thought,  each  virtuous  deed, 
Thefe  fruitlefs  offerings  that  embalm  the  dead  ? 

Then,  fairy-feated  Hope,  forbear- 
No  more  thy  fond  illuficn  fpread  :  35 
Thy  ihadovvy  fcenes  diifolv'd  in  air, 
Thy  vifionra-y  profpefls  fled  ; 
V/ith  licr  they  fled,  at  whofe  lamented  flirine, 
Love,  gratitude,  and  duty  mingled  tears. 
Condemned  each  filial  office  to  refign, 
Nor  hopeful  more  to  footh  her  long- declining  years,  4.1 
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FRAGMENT  CF  A  POEM, 

WRITTEN  AT  CLARE-HALI,  ON  THE  KING'S  ACCESSION.  1760. 
*  *  *  •  *    * 

"I  T7HILE  every  gale  the  voice  of  triumph  brings, 
*  V     Anci  linlling  Vi6lory  waves  her  purple  wings  } 
While  earth  and  oc;;;in  yield  their  luhje6l  powers, 
Neptune  his  v,7aves  and  Cybele  her  towers  j 
Yet  will  you  deign  the  Mule's  voice  to  hear,  5 

And  let  her  welcome  greet  a  monarchy's  ear  ? 
Yes;  inidft  the  toils  of  glory  ill-repaid, 
Oft  has  the  monarch  fought  herlbothing  aid. 
See  Frederic  court  her  in  the  vgge  of  war, 
Though  rapid  vengeance  urge  his  hoilile  car  :  to 

With  her  rejjosM  in  philofophic  reft, 
The  fage's  funilfmefmooths  the  warrior's  breaft. 

Whare'er  x'\rcadian  fancy  feign'd  ofold 
Of  Halcyon  days,  and  minutes  plum'd  with  gold  j 
Whatever  adorn'd  the  wifeft,  gentled  reign,  15 

From  you  file  hopes — let  not  her  hopes  be  vain! 
Rife  ancient  funs  !  advance  Pierian  days  ! 
Flow  Attic  Itreams  !  and  fpring  Aonian  laays ! 
Cam,  down  thy  wave  in  brilker  mazes  glide. 
And  fee  new  honours  crown  thy  hoaiy  fide  j  ao 

Thy  ofiers  old  fee  myrtle  groves  fucceed  I 
And  the  green  laurel  meet  vhe  waving  reed  1  22 

*  ****** 

*****# 


w 


CESAR'S  DREAM. 

BEFORE  HIS  INVASION  OF   BRITAIN,  iJS^' 
HEN  rough  Helvetia's  hardy  fons  obey, 


And  vanquiih'd  Belgla  bows  to  Caeiar's  fway  j 
When  fcarce  beheld,  "fTribattled  nations  fall. 
The  fierce  Sicambrian,  and  the  faithlefs  Gaul : 
Tir'd  Freedom  leads  her  lavage  fons  no  more,  5 

But  flies,  fubdu'd,  to  x^Llbion's  utmoft  fliore. 

'T  was  then,  while  ftillncls  grafp'd  the  lleeping  air, 
And  dewy  numbers  leal'd  the  eve  of  Care3 
D  3' 
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Divine  Ambition  to  her  votary  came  : 
Her  left  hand  waving,  bore  the  trump  of  Fame  j         i  o 
Her  right  a  regal  fceptre  feem'd  to  hold, 
With  gems  far-blazing  from  the  burnifn'd  gold. 
*'  And  thus,    my  fon,""  the  Queen  of  Glory  faid ; 
**  Immortal  Csiar,  laife  thy  languid  head. 
"  Shall  Night's  dull  chains,  the  man  of  counfels  bind  ? 
"  Or  Morpheus  rule  the  monarch  of  mankind  ?         16 
*■'■  See  worlds  unvanquifh'd  yet  await  thy  Iword  1 
"  Barbarric  lands,  that  fcorn  a  Latian  lord  1 
"  See  yon  proud  iile,  whole  mountains  meet  the  fky, 
**  Thy  foes  encourage,  and  thy  power  defy!  20 

"  What,  though  by  Nature's  firmeft  bars  iecur'd, 
"  By  feas  encircled,  and  with  rocks  immurM, 
**  Shall  Caefar  fhrink  the  greateft  toils  to  brave, 
*«  Scale  the  high  Rock,  or  beat  the  maddening  ware?" 

She  fpoke  — herwoi'ds  the  warrior's  breaft  inflame  25 
With  rage  indignant,  and  with  confcious  fhame  j 
Already  beat,  thefvveliing  floods  give  way. 
And  the  fell  Genii  of  the  rocks  obey  j 
Already  fliouts  of  triumph  rend  the  fkies, 
And  the  thin  rear  of  barbarous  nations  flies.  30 

Quick  round  their  chief  his  a6live  legions  Hand, 
Dwell  on  his  eye,  and. wait  the  waving  hand  : 
The  Hero  rofe,  raajeftically  flow, 
And  look'd  attention  to  the  crovvds  below. 

.«  Romans  and  friends  !  is  there  who  feeks  for  reft, 3  5 

*  By  labours  vanquiih'd,  and  with  wounds  oppreft  > 

*  Thatreipite  Cssfarfliall  with  pleafure  yield, 

*  Due  to  the  toils  of  many  a  wclUiOUght  field. 

*  Is  there,  who  fluinks  at  thought  of  dangers  paft, 

*  The  ragged  mountain,  or  the  pathlefs  wafl;e —       .40 

*  Wb'l ,-  lavage  hofts,  or  lavage  floods  oppofe, 

*  Or  fiiivering  fancy  pines  in  Alpine  fnows  ? 

*  Let  him  retire  to  Latium's  peaceful  ftiore  j 

*  He  once  has  toil'd,  and  Caelar  aflcs  no  more. 

*  Is  there  a  Roman,  whole  unfliaken  breaft:    \  4.5 

*  No  pains  have  conquerM  and  no  f.ai  s  depreft: ! 

*  *V"iK)  docm/d  through  Death's  dread  miniflers  to  go. 
Tares  to  chafufe  the  infults  of  a  foe  ; 
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*  Let  him,  his  country's  glory  and  her  ftay, 

*  With  reverence  hear  her,  and  with  pride  obey.         50 

*  A  form  divine,  in  heavenly  Iplendor  bright, 

*  Whole  look  threw  radiance  round  the  pall  of  night, 
'  With  calm  feverity  approach'd,  and  faid, 

''  Wake  thy  dull  ear,  and  lift  thy  languid  head, 
*'  What!  lliall a  R-oman  fink  in  ibft  repofe,  55 

"  And  tamely  fee  the  Eritons  aid  his  foes  ? 
*'  Sfe  them,fecure  the  reb^I  Gaul  fupply  5 
**  Spurn  his  vain  eaghs  and  his  power  defy  ? 
*'  Go  !  burft  their  barriers,  oblVuiately  brave  ; 
*'  Scale  the  v/ild  rock,  and  beat  the  maddening-  wave." 
Here'paus'd  the  chief,  but  waited  no  reply,  ,61 

The  voice  afienting  fpokt  from  every  eye  ; 
Nor,  as  the  kindnefs  that  reproach 'd  with  fear. 
Were  dangers  dreadful,  or  were  toils  fevcre.  64. 

WRITTEN  IN  A  COLLECTION   OF  MAPS. 

1765. 

REALMS  of  this  globe,  that  ever-circling  run. 
And  rife  alternate  to  embrace  the  fun  ; 
Shall  I  with  envy  at  my  lot  repine, 
Becaufe  I  boaif  fo  fmall  a  portion  mine  ; 
If  e'er  in  thouglit  of  Andalufia's  vines,  5 

Golccnda's  jewels,  or  Potoli's  mines  3 
Ifthefe,  orthofe,  ir  vanity  forgot 
The  lumibler  bleffings  of  my  little  lot  ; 
Then  may  the  ftream  that  murmurs  near  my  door, 
The  waving  grove  that  loves  its  mazy  ihore, 
Withhold  each  Ibothing  pleafure  that  they  gave, 
No  longer  murmur,  and  no  longer  wave  I  1% 
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THEODOSIUSTOCONSTANTIA.  1760. 

LET  others  feek  the  lying  aids  of  art, 
And  bribe  the  paflions  to  betray  the  heart; 
Truth,   facred  truth,  and  faith  unfkiU'd  to  feign, 
Fill  my  fond  bread,  and  prompt  my  artlefs  ftrain. 

Say,  did  t~hy  lover,  in  fome  happier  hour,  5 

Each  ardent  thought,  in  wild  profufion  pour  ; 
With  eager  fondnefs  on  thy  beauty  gaze. 
And  talk  with  all  the  ecftaly  of  praiie  ? 
The  heart  fincere  its  pleafmg  tumult  proved  j 
All,  all  declared  that  TheodofmslovM.  lo 

Let  raptur'd  Fancy  on  that  moment  dwell, 
When  thy  dear  vows  in  trembling  accents  tell  ; 
When  Love  acknowledged  wak'd  the  tender  figh, 
Swell'd  thy  full  breaft,  and  filTd  thy  melting  eye. 

O !  bieft  for  ever  be  th""  aufpicious  day,  5 1 

Dance  all  its  hours  in  pleafure's  golden  ray ! 
Pale  forrow's  gloom  from  every  eye  depart! 
And  laughing  joy  glide  lightly  through  the  heart ! 
Let  village-maids  their  feftive  brows  adorn, 
And  with  frefh  garlands  meet  the  fmiiing  morn  j       20 
Each  happy  fwain,  by  faithful  love  repaid. 
Pour  his  warm  vows,  and  court  his  village  maid. 

Yet  fhall  the  fceneto  ravifh'd  memory  rile: 
Conltantia  prefent  yet  ftiallme<t  thefeeyes  ; 
On  her  fair  arm  herbeauteous  head  reclin'd,  25 

Her  locks  flung  carelefs  to  the  fportful  wind. 
While  love,  and  fear,  contending  in  her  face, 
Flufli  every  rofe,  and  heighten  every  grace. 

O,  never,  wliile  of  life  and  hope  poflelt 
May  this  dear  image  quit  my  faithful  breaft  !  30 

The  painful  hours  of  abfence  to  beguile, 
May  thus  Conllantia  look,  Conilantia  fmile  1  31 
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INSCRIPTION 

IN  A  TEMPLE  OF  SOCIETY. 

ACRED  rife  thefe  walls  to  thee, 
Elithe-eyetl  nymph,  Society ! 


In  whole  dwelling,  tree  and  fair, 

Converle  fmoothes  the  brow  of  care. 

Who,  when  vvaggifh  wit  betray'd  5 

To  his  arms  a  lylvan  maid. 

All  beneath  a  myrtle  tree. 

In  fome  vale  of  Arcady, 

Sprung,  I  ween,  from  inch  embrace. 

The  lovely  contrail  in  her  face.  10 

Perchance,  the  mufes,  as  they  ftray'd, 
Seeking^other  fpring,  or  fhade, 
On  the  iweet  child  cad  an  eye, 
In  fome  vale  of  Arcady  j 

And  blitheftof  the  fillers  three,  15 

Gave  her  to  Euphrofyne. 

The  Grace,  delighted,  taught  her  care 
The  cordial  fmile,  the  placid  air  j 
How  to  chafe,  and  how  retlrain 

All  the  fleet,  ideal  tram  j  ao 

How  with  apt  words,  well  comblnM, 
To  drefs  each  image  of  the  mind — 
Taughther  how  they  difagree, 
Awkward  fear  and  ir.odcity, 

And  freedom  and  rullicity.  25 

True  poiitenefs  how  to  know 
From-the  fuperficial  flievvj 
From  the  coxcomb's  fliallow  grace. 
And  the  many-modelTd  face: 

That  nature's  unalte6fed  eaie  30 

More  than  Itudied  foims  would  pleafe— - 
When  to  check  the  ijjortive  vein, 
When  to  fancy  yield  the  rein. 
On  the  fubjeil  when  to  be 

Grave  or  gay,  rclerv'dor  free  :  35 

The  fpeaking  air,  th'  impaflion'd  eye, 
The  living  foul  of  fymmetry  5 
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And  that  foft  fyinpathy  which  bi  nd 
In  magic  chains  congenial  minds.  39 

INSCRIPTION 

IN  A  SEQUESTERED  GROTTO,   I763, 

SWEET  peace,  that  lov'ft  the  filent  hour. 
The  ftiil  retreat  of  leaiure  free  j 
Afibciate  of  each  gentle  power, 
And  eldefc  born  of  harmony  ! 

O,  If  thou  ovvn^ft  this  raoffy  cell,  5 

If  thine  this  manlion  of  repoie  j 
Permii:  me,  nymph,  with  thee  to  dwell. 
With  thee  my  wakeful  eye  to  dole. 

And  though  thcfe  glitlering  fcenes  fhould  fade. 
That  Pleaiure's  roly  train  prepares  j —  10 

What  vot'ry  have  they  not  betrayed  ? 
What  are  they  more  than  fplendid  cares  ? 

But  fmiling  days,  exempt  from  care. 

But  nights,  when  llecp  and  filence  reign  j 

Serenity,  with  afpe61:  fair. 

And  love  and  joy  are  in  thy  train.  i6 


o 


ANOTHER  INSCRIPTION 

IN  THE  SAME  GROTTO,  1756. 

Faireft  of  the  village-born. 


Content,  infpire  my  carelefs  lay, 
Let  no  vain  vvilh,  no  thouglit  forlorn 
Throw  darknefs  o'er  the  linlllng  day. 
Forget'ft  thou,  when  we  wander'd  o'er  ^ 

Thclylvan  Belau's*  fedgy  fhore. 
Or  lang'd  the  woodland  wilds  along  j 
How  oft  on  Herclay'sf  mountains  high 
We've  met  the  mornhig's  purple  ej-e, 
Delay'd  by  many  a  long  ?  10 

*  A  fiT.all  river  in  weftmorelmd. 

t  A  romantic  village  in  the  above-mentioned  county,   formerly    the  feat 
•f  the  Herdays,  Earls  of  Carline. 
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From  thee,  from  thofe  by  fortune  led  ; 
To  all  the  farce  of  life  confinM  j 
At  once  each  native  pleafure  fled. 
For  thou,  fweet  nymph,  wait  left  behind. 
Yet  could  I  once,  once  more  furvey  15 

Thy  comely  form  in  manfle  grey, 
Thy  polifli'd  brow,  thy  peaceful  eye  j 
Where'er,  forfaken  fair,  you  dwell, 
Thougli  in  this  dim  fequefter'd  cell. 
With  thee  Td  live  and  die.  20 

LEFT  WITH  THE  MINISTER  OFRIPONDEN, 

A  ROMANTIC  VILLAGE  IN  YORKSHIRE.  1758. 

THRICE  happy  you,  whoever  you  are, 
From  life's  low  cares  fecluded  far, 
In  this  fequefter'd  vale —  ! 
Ye  rocks  on  precipices  pil'd  ; 

Ye  ragged  defarts,  wafte  and  wild  I  5 

Delightful  horrors  hail! 

What  joy  within  thefe  funlefs  groves, 

Where  lonely  Contemplation  roves, 

To  reft  in  fearlels  eaie  ! 

Save  weeping  rills,  to  fee  no  tear,  lo 

Save  dying  gales,  no  figh  to  hear. 

No  murmur,  but  the  breeze. 

Say,  would  you  change  that  peaceful  cell 

Where  fanftity  and  filence  dwell, 

For  fplendor's  dazzling   blaze  ?  5 

For  all  thofe  yilded  toys  that  glare 

Round  high-born  power's  imperial  chair. 

Inviting  fools  to  gaze  ? 

Ah  friend  !  Ambition's  profpe6ls  clofe. 

And,  ftudious  of  your  own  repofe,  20 

Be  thankful  here  to  live  ; 

For,  truft  me,  one  prote6ting  (hed 

And  nighrly  ptace,  and  daily  bread, 

Is  all  tivatlife  can  give.  24 
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PROEMIUM, 

WRITTEN  IN  1766. 

IN  Eden's  *  vale,  where  early  fancy  wrought 
Ker  wild  embroidery  on  the  ground  of  thought. 
Where  Pembroke's  f  grottos,    ftrew'd  with  Sidney's 
Recaird  the  dreams  of  vifionary  days,  -  [bays, 

Thus  the  fond  Mufe,  that  foothM  my  vacant  youth,  5 
Prophetic  fung,  and  what  flie  fung  was  truth. 

**  Boy,  break  thy  lyre,  and  cail  thy  reed  away  j 
Vain  are  the  honours  of  the  fruitlefs  bay. 
Tho'  with  each  charm  thy  polifh'd  lay  fliould  pleafe, 
Glow  into  ftrength,  yet  foften  into  eafe  ;  xo 

Should  Attic  fancy  brighten  every  line. 
And  all  Aonia's  harmony  be  thine; 
Say  would  thy  cares  a  grateful  age  repay  ? 
Fame  wreath  thy  brows,  or  fortune  gild  thy  way  ? 
Ev'n  her  own  fools,  if  Fortune  fmile,  fhall  blame,     15 
And  Envy  lurks  benearth  the  flowers  of  fame. 

Yet,  if  refolv'd,  fecure  of  future  pralfe. 
To  tune  fweet  fongs,  and  live  melodious  days. 
Let  not  the  hand,  that  decks  my  holy  fhrine. 
Round  Folly's  head  the  blafted  laurel  twine.  20 

Juft  to  thyfelf,  dilhoneft  grandeur  fcorn  ; 
Nor  gild  the  bull  of  meanncfs  nobly  born. 
Let  truth,  let  frsedom  ftill  thy  lays  approve! 
Refpeft  my  precepts,  and  i^etain  my  love  1  2.4 

■   *  The  river  Eden,  in  Weftmoreland. 

t  The  Counters  of  Pembroke,  to  whom  Sir  Phillip  Sydney  dedicated  his, 
Atcadia,  refided  at  Appleby,  a  fmaU  bat  bcnjtinjl  town  in  weftmorelan* 
fituated  upon  the  Eden. 


T 


MISCELLANIES.  4y 

FRAGiMENT.  1762. 

WAS  on  Time's  birth-day,  when  the  voice  divine 
WakM  Ueeping  Nature,  while  her  infant  eye, 
Yet  trembling,  Itruggied  with  created  light  ; 
The  heaven-born  Mule,  Iprung  from  the  iburce  fublime 
Of  Harmonv  immortal,  firll  received  5 

Her  facred  mandate.  '*  Go,  feraphicmaid, 
*'  Companion  ftlll  t(5  Nature!  from  her  works 
**  Derive  thy  lay  melodious,  great,  like  thoie, 
<«  And  elegantly  fnnple.     In  thy  train, 
<*  Glory,  and  deathlefs  Fame,  and  fair  Renown,  •      10 
**  Attendant  ever,  each  immortal  name, 
*'  By  thee  deem'd  facred,  to  yon  llan*y  vault 
•^  Shall  bear,  and  ftamp  incharafters  of  gold. 
««  Be  thine  the  care,  alone  where  truth  direils 
**  The  firm  heart,  where  the  love  of  human  kind        15 
*'  Inflames  the  patriot  fpirit,  there  to  footh 
"  The  toils  of  virtue  with  melodious  praife  j 
<*  For  thofe,  that  fmiling  feraph  bids  thee  wake 
**  His  golden  lyre  ;  for  thofe,  the  young-ey'd  fun 
«'  Gilds  this  fair-form'd  world,  and  genial  fpring    za 
**  Throws  many  a  green  wreath,  liberal,  from  his  bo- 
So  fpake  the  voice  divine  ;  the  raptur'd  Mufe    [Ibm." 
In  ftrains  like  thefe,  but  nobler,  fram'd  her  lay. 

Spirits  of  ancient  time,  to  high  renown 
By  martial  glory  rais'd,  and  deeds  auguil,  25 

Achieved  for  Britain's  freedom  !  patriot  hearts, 
That,  fearlefs  of  a  tyrant's  threat'ning  arm, 
Embrac'd  your  bleeding  country  !  o'er  the  page. 
Where  hiftory  triumphs  in   your  holy  names, 
O'er  the  dim  monuments  that  mark  your  graves,       30 
Why  llreamsmy  eye  withpleafure^  ?  'Tisthejoy 
,The  foft  delight  that  through  t'-.e  full  breaft  flows. 
From  Iweet  rem.embrance  of  departed  virtue  ! 

O  Britain,  parent  of  illurtrious  names, 
While  o'er  thy  annals  Memory  fl\oots  her  eye,  3  5 

How  the  heart  glows,  rapt  with  high-wondering  love, 

«  Exultat  Animus  M-iximorum  virorum  Memeriim  percurrens. 

£  l-al.  Max. 
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And  emulous  efteem  !  Hail,  Sydney  hail! 
"Whether  Arcadian  blythe,  by  fountain  clear. 
Piping  thy  love-lays  wild,  or  Spartan  bold, 
In  freedom's  van  diiHnguifh'd,  Sydney,  hail !  49 

Oft  o'er  thy  laurelled  tomb  from  hands  unfeen 
Fall  flowers  j  oft  in  thy  vale  of  Pen/hurft  fair 
The  fliepherd,  wandering  from  his  nightly  fold, 
Lifteneth  ftrange  mufic,  by  the  tiny  breath 
Of  fairy  minlfrels  w.irbled.         «  45 

On  Raleigh's  grave,  G  ftiew  the  faireft  flower, 
That  on  the  bofoiu  of  the  green  vale  blow  I 
There  hang  your  vernal  wreaths,  ye  village-maids ! 
Ye  mountain  nymphs,  your  ci'owns  of  wild  thyme  bring 
To  Raleigh's  honoured  grave  !  There  bloom  the  bay,  50 
The  virgin  rofe,  that,  blufliing  to  be  feen, 
Folds  its  fair  leaves ;  for  modell  worth  was  his : 
A  mind  where  truth,  philofophy's  firll  born, 
Held  her  harmonious  reign  ;  a  Briton's  breaft. 
That,  careful  ftill  of  freedom's  holy  pledge,  55 

Difdain'd  the  mean  arts  of  a  tyrant's  court, 
Difdain'd  and  died  !    Where  was  thy  fpirit  then, 
Queen  of  fea- crowning  ifles,  when  Raleigh  bled  ? 
How  well  he  ferv'd  thee,  let  Iberia  tell! 
Afk  proftiate  Cales,  yet  trembling  at  his  name,        60 
How  well  he  ferv'd  thee  ;  when  her  vanquifli'd  hand 
Held  forth  the  bafe  bribe,  how  he  fpurn'd  it  from  him. 
And  cried,  I  fight  for  Britain  !   Hil^ory  rife, 
And  blaft  the  reigns  that  redden  with  the  blood 
Of  thofe  that  gave  them  glory.  6$ 

MONODY. 

SUNG  BY  A  REDBREAST. 

THE  gentle  pair  that  in  thele  lonely  fliades, 
Wandering,  at  eve  or  morn,  I  oft  jiave  leen. 
Now  all  in  vain  I  leek  at  eve  or  morn. 
With  drooping  wing,  forlorn. 

Along  the  grove,  along  the  daizied  green,  5 

For  them  I've  warbled  many  a  fummer's  day, 
'Till  the  light  dews  impearled  all  the  plain. 
And  the  glad  fliepherd  fliut  his  nightly  fold  j 
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Srories  of  love,  and  high  adventures  old 
Were  the  dear  i\ibje6ls  of  my  tuneful  ftraln.  10 

Ah  !  where  is  now  the  hope  of  all  my  lay  ? 
Now  they,  perchance,  that  heard  them  all  are  dead! 
With  them  the  meed  of  melody  is  fled, 
And  fled  with  them  the  liftening  ear  of  praife. 
Vainly  I  dreamt,  that  when  the  wint'ry  fky  15 

Scattered  the  white  flood  on  the  wafted  plain. 
When  not  one  berry,  not  one  leaf  was  nigh. 
To  iboth  keen  hunger's  pain, 
Vainly  I  dreamt  my  longs  might  not  be  vain. 
That  oft  within  the  hoipitable  hall  20 

Some  fcatter'd  fragment  haply  I  might  find, 
Some  friendly  crumb  perchance  for  me  defign'd, 
When  feen  defpairing  on  ihe  neigliboiaing  wall. 
Deluded  bird,  thole  hopes  are  now  no  more  ! 
Dull  time  has  biafted  the  departing  year,  25 

And  winter  ^rowns  fevere, 
Wrapping  his  wan  limbs  in  his  mantle  hoar. 
Yet  not  within  the  hoipitable  hall 
The  cheerful  found  of  human  voice  I  hear  j 
No  piteous  eye  is  near,  30 

To  fee  me  drooping  on  the  lonely  wall. 

TO  A  REDBREAST. 

LITTLE  bird,  with  bofom  red. 
Welcome  to  my  Immble  (hed  1 
Courtly  domes  of  high  degree 
Have  no  room  for  thee  and  me  ; 

Pride  and  pl-afure's  fickle  throng  5 

Nothing  mind  an  idle  fong. 
Daily  near  my  table  fteal, 
While  I  pick  my  fcanty  meal. 
Doubt  not,   little  though  there  be. 
But  I'll  call  a  crumb  to  thee  5  !• 

Well  rewarded,  if  I  (py 
Pleafure  in  thy  glancing  eye  : 
See  thee,  when  thoii'll  eat  thy  fill. 
Plume  thy  breall,  and  wipe  thy  bill. 
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Come,  my  feather'd  friend,  again  1 5 

Well  thou  knoweft  the  broken  pane. 

Aik  of  me  thy  daily  itore  ; 

Go  not  near  Avaro's  door  j 

Once  within  his  iron  hall, 

Woeful  end  (hall  thee  befall.  ao 

Savage  1 — He  would  foon  diveft 

Of  its  rofy  plumes  thy  bread  j 

Then,  with  folitary  joy, 

Eat  thee,  bones  and  all,  my  boy  I  24 

A  CONTEMPLATION. 

O  NATURE  !  grateful  for  the  gifts  of  mind. 
Duteous  I  bend  before  thy  holy  fhrine  ; 
To  other  hands  be  fortune's  goods  affign'd. 
And  thou,  more  bounteous,  grant  me  only  thine. 

Bring,  gentleft  love,  bring  fancy  to  my  breaft  ; 
And  if  wild  genius,  in  his  devious  way,  6 

Would  ibmetimes  dei2;n  to  be  my  evening  gueft, 
Or  near  my  lone  fhade  not  unkindly  ftray  : 

I  afk  no  more  1  for  happier  gifts  than  thefe. 

The  fufferer,  man,  was  never  born  to  prove, 

But  may  my  foul  eternal  (lumbers  feize. 

If  loft  to  genius,  fancy,  and  to  love  !  i» 

jMENALCAS.    a  PASTORAL. 

NOW    ceafe  your  fvveet    pipes,  fliepherds !    ceafe 
your  lays. 
Ye  warbling  train,  that  fill  the  echoing  groves 
With  your  melodious  love-notes  I   Die,  ye  winds. 
That  o'er  Arcadian  valleys  blow !  Ye  ftreams, 
Ye  garrulous  old  ftreams,  fulpendyour  courle,  5 

And  liften  to  Menalcas 

MENALCAS. 
Come  faireft  of  the  beauteous  train  that  fport 
On  Ladon's  flowery  fiue,  my  Delia,  come ! 
For  thee  tliy  fnepherd,  filent  as  he  fits 
Within  the  green  wood,  fighs  :   for  thee  prepares       lO 
The  various  wreaths  in  vain  j  explores  the  fliade 
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Where  lowly  lurks  the  violet  uiue,  where  droops, 

In  tender  beauty,  its  fair  fpotted  bells. 

The  cowflip:  oft  with  plaintive  voice  lie  calls. 

The  wakeful  echo — What  are  ftreams  or  flowers,      1 5 

Or  fongs  of  blithe  birds  ?  What  the  bluftilng  rofe, 

Young  health,  oi-  niufic,  or  the  voice  of  praile. 

The  fmile  of  vernal  I'uns,  the  fragrant  breath 

Of  evening  gales,  when  Delia  dwells  afar  ?  19 


s 


INSCRIPTIONS  ON  A  BEECH  TREE, 

INf   THE   ISLAND  OF   SICILY. 

WEET  land  of  mufes  !  o'er  whofe  favoured  plains 
Ceres  and  Flora  held  alternate  I'way  j 

By  Jove  refrefh'd  with  llfe-difFufing  jains. 

By  Phoebus  bleft  with  every  kinder  ray  ? 

O  with  what  pride  do  I  thoie  times  furvey,  5 

When  freedom,  by  her  ruilic  minftrels  led, 
Danc'd  on  the  green  lawn  many  a  fummer's  day. 
While  palloral  eafe  reclined  her  carelefs  head. 

In  thefe  foft  fliades  :   ere  yet  that  fliepherd  fled, 
Whofe  mufic  pierc'd  earth,  air,  and  heavenand  hell,   10 
And  caird  theruthlefs  tyi'ant  of  the  dead 
From  the  dark  flumbers  of  his  iron  cell. 

His  ear  unfolding  caught  the  magic  fpell : 
He  felt  the  founds  glide  foftly  through  his  heart : 
The  founds  thatdeign'd  of  love  s  fwcet  power  to  tell ; 
And  as  they  told,  would  point  his  golden  dait.  16 

Fix'd  was  the  god  j    nor  power  had  he  to  part. 
For  the  fair  daughter  of  the  ftieaf-crown'd  queen. 
Fair  without  pride,  and  lovely  wltlioutart, 
Gather'd  her  wild  flowers  en  the  daified  green.        20 

He  faw  j   he  figh'd  j  and  that  unmelting  breaft, 
Which  arms  the  hand  of  death,  the  power  of  love  con- 
fefs'd. 

E3 
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A  MONODY, 

IN;CRIBED  to  my  worthy  friend  JOHN  SCOTT;  ESQj 

Bchg  ivririen  in  lis  Garden  at    Amivell-,  in    Hertjordjhirey  the 
Legaming  Oj  the  Tear -i'j6<^. 

FRIEND  of  my^genius!  on  whofe  natal  hour, 
Shcne  the  lame  (lar,  but  fhone  with  brighter  ray  j 
Oft  as  amid il  thy  Amwell's  fnades  I  ftray, 
And  mark  thy  true  t:nlle  in  each  winding  bovver. 
From  mv  full  eye  why  falls  the  tender  fhower,  5 

While  other  thoughts  than  thefe-  fair  fcenes  convey, 
Bear  on  my  trembling  mind,  and  melt  its  powers  away. 

Ah  me!  my  friend  !  in  happier  hqjirs  I  fpread. 

Like  thee,  the  wild  v/alk  o'er  the  varied  plain  j 

The  faireft  tribe  of  Flora's  painted  train,  10 

Each  bolder  fhrub  that  grac'd  her  genial  bed. 

When  old  Sylvanus,  by  young  wiflies  led. 

Stole  to  her  arms,  offuch  fair  ofrspring  vain, 

That  bore  their  mother's  beauties  on  their  head. 

Like  thee,  infpir'd  by  love — 'twas  Delia's  charms,    15 
'Twas  Delia's  tafte  tiie  new  creation  gave: 
For  her  -my  groves  in  plaintive  fighs  would  wave. 
And  call  her  abfent  to  their  mafler's  arms. 

She  comes— Ye  fiowersyour  faireft  blooms  unfold. 
Ye  waving  groves,  your  plaintive  fighs  forbear !        ao 
Breathe  all  your  fragrance  to  the  amorous  air. 
Ye  frnilitig  fhrubs  whofe  heads  are  cloth'd  with  gold  ! 

She  comes,  by  truth,  by  fair  affe'5tion  led. 

The  long  lov'd  miftrefs  of  my  faithful  heart ! 

The  miftrefs  of  my  foul,  no  more  to  part,  45 

And  all  my  hopes  arid  all  my  vows  are  fped. 

Vain,  vain  dekifions!  dreams  for  ever,  fled  ! 

Ere  tvi'ice  the  fpring  had  wak'd  the  genial  hour. 

The  lovely  parent  bore  one  beauteous  flower, 

And  droop'd  her  gentle  head,  3« 

And  funk,  for  ever  funk,  into  her  fi'ent  bed. 
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Frlencl  of  ■   y  genius!  paifner  oFmy  late  ! 

To  equal  lenle  of  painful  lufFci  ing  born  ! 

From  whofe  fond  brealt  a  lovely  pai&nt  torn, 

Bedew Vi  thy  pale  cheek  with  a  tear  fo  late  —  35 

Oh!  letuo,  mindiul  of  the  fliort,  fl-iort  date. 

That  bears  the  fpoil  of  human  hopes  away, 

Indulge  ivveet  memory  of  each  happier  day  I 

No!  clofe,  forever  clo.fe  the  iron  gate 

Of  cold  oblivion  on  that  dieary  cell,  ^o 

Where  the  pale  fhades  of  paft  enjoyments  dwell, 

And,  pointing  to  their  bleeding  bofoms,  fajs 

On  life's  dilkftrous  hour  what  varied  woes  await ! 

Let  fcenes  of  fofter,   gentler  kind, 

Awake  to  fancy's  ibothing  call,  45 

And  milder  on  the  penfive  mind. 

The  Ihadowed  thought  of  grief  fliall  fall. 

Oft  as  the  flowly-clofing  day 

Draws  her  pale  mantle  from  the  dew-ftar's  eye, 

What  time,   the  flieperd's  cry  50 

Leads  from  the  pafcur'd  hills' his  flocks  away, 

Attentive  to  the  tender  lay 

That  fteals  from  Philomela's  breaft. 

Let  us  in  mufmg  filence  ftray. 

Where  Lee  beholds  in  mazes  flow  55 

His  uncomplaining  waters  flow, 

And  allhlswhilpenng  fliores  invite  the  charms  of  reft. 

LMITATIONS  OF  WALLER. 


O 


WALLER    TO  ST.  EVREMOND. 

VALES  of  Pcnfhurft,    now  fo  long  unfeen  ! 

Forgot  each  ftiade  fecure,  each  winding  green ; 
Thofe  lonely  paths  what  art  have  I  to  tread. 
Where  once  young  love,  the  blind  enthufiaft,  led  ? 
.Yet  il  the  genius  of  your  confcious  groves 
His  Sidney  in  my  SacharilTa  loves  ; 
Let  him  with  pride  her  cruel  power  unfold  ; 
By  him  my  pains  let  Evremond  be  told. 
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THE  DUCHESS  OF /MAZARINE. 

ON  HER  RETIRING  INTO  A  CONVENT. 

YE  holy  cares  that  haunt  thefe  lonely  cells, 
Theie  fcenes  where  falutary  fadnels  dwells  ; 
Ye  lighs  that  minute  the  (low  wafting  day, 
Ye  pale  regrets  that  wear  my  life  away  5 
O  bid  thefe  f  afnons  for  the  world  depart,    "  5 

Thefe  wild  defires,  and  vanities  of  heart,  / 
Hide  every  trace  of  vice,  of  follies  paft,  v 
And  yield  to  heaven  the  victory  at  laft. 
To  that  the  poor  reinalns  of  life  are  due, 
'Tis  heaven  that  calls,  and  I  the  call  purfue.  jo 

Lord  of  my  life,  my  future  cares  are  thine. 
My  love,  my  duty  greet  thy  holy  fln'ine  : 
No  more  my  heart  to  vainer  hopes  I  give, 
Eut  live  for  thee,  whofe  bounty  bids  me  live. 
The  power  that  gave  thefe  little  charms  their  grace,  15 
His  favours  bounded,  and  confin'd  their  fpace. 
Spite  of  thole  charais  fliall  time,  v/ith  rude  efiay. 
Tear  from  the  cheek,  the  tranfient  rofe  away. 
But  the  free  m.ind,  ten  tho\ifand  ages  paft, 
Its  Maker's  form,  ftiall  with  its  Maker  laft.  20 

Uncertain  obje^s  ftlllcur  hopes  employ  j 
Uncertain  all  that  bears  the  name  of  joy  ! 
Of  all  that  feels  the  injviries  of  fate 
Uncertain  is  the  fearch,  and  fhort  the  date. 
Yet  ev'n  that  boon  what  thouiands  wifii  to  gain  ?     25 
That  boon  of  death,  the  fad  refourceof  pain! 

Once  on  my  path  all  fortune's  glory  fell, 
Her  vain  magniiicence,  and  courtly  fwell : 
Love  touch'd  my  foul  at  leaft  with  foft  defires, 
And  vanity  there  fed  her  meteor  fires,  50 

This  truth  at  laft  tiie  mighty  fcenes  let  fall. 
An  hour  of  innocence  was  worth  them  all. 

Lord  of  my  life !    O,  let  thy  facred  ray 
Shine  o'er  my  heart,  and  break  irs  clouds  away. 
Deluding,  flattering,  faithlels  world  adieu!  35 

Long  halt  thou  taught  me,  God  is  only  true  ! 
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That  God  alone  I  trull,  alone  adore, 
No  more  deluded,  a:id  mifled  no  more.  [ceafe ! 

Come,  Ikcred  hour,  when  wavering  doubts  fiiall 
Come  holy  icenes  of  long  repoie  and  peace !  40 

Yet  fhall  my  h^art,  to  other -in terefts  true, 
A  moment  balance  'twixt  the  world  and  you  ? 
Of  penfire  nights,  of  long-refie6ling  days. 
Be  yours,  at  laft,  the  triumph  and  the  praiie  ■ 

Great,  gracious  Mafter,  whofe  unbounded  fway,  45 
Felt  through  ten  thoufand  worlds,  thofe  worlds 
Wilt  thou  for  once  thy  awful  glories  (hade,      [obey  j 
And  deign  t'eipoufe  the  creature  thou  hail  made  ? 
All  other  ties  indigiiant  I  difclaim, 
DifhonourM  thole,  and  infamous  to  name !  50 

O  fatal  ties,  for  which  fuch  tears  IVe  fhed. 
For  which  the  pleafures  of  the  world  lay  dead  ! 
That  world's  foft  pleafures  you  alone  difarm  } 
That  world  without  you,  ilill  might  have  its  charm. 
But  now  thofe  fcenes  of  tempting  hope  I  clofe,  55 

And  leek  tht  peaceful  iludies  of  repoie  j 
Look  on  the  pail:  as  time  that  ftole  away. 
And  beg  the  bleffings  of  a  happier  day. 

Ye  gay  laloons,    ye  golden-ycfted  halls, 
Scenes  of  high  treats  and  heart-bewitching  balls  !    60 
Drefs,  figure,   fplendour,   charms  of  play,   farewei. 
And  all  the  toiiet's  fcience  to  excel  } 
E'en  love  that  ambufli'd  in  |:his  beauteous  hair, 
No  more  lliall  lie,   like  Indian  archers,  there. 
Go,  erring  love!  for  nobler  objeils  given '.  65 

Go'  beauteous  hair,   a  lacrifice  to  heaven  ! 

Soon  fhall  the  veil  thefe  glov/ing  features  hide, 
At  once  the  period  of  their  power  and  pride  ! 
The  haplefs  lover  (hall  no  more  complain 
Of  vows  unheard,  or  unrewaraed  pain  ;  70 

While  calmly  (leep  in  each  untcrtur'd  breaft 
My  fecret  Ibrrow,    and  his  fighs  profeft. 

Go,  flattering  train  !  and,  (laves  to  me  no  more, 
With  the  fame  lighs  Ibme  hoppier  fair  adore  ! 
Your  alter\l  faith   I  blame  not,  nor  bewail —  75 

And  haply  yet,  (what  woman  is  not  frail  ?) 
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Yet,  haply,  might  I  cahner  minutes  prove, 
It'  he  that  lov'd  me  knew  no  other  love ! 

Yet  were  that  ardour,  which  his  breaft  infpirM, 
By  charms  of  more  than  mortal  beauty  fir'd  ;  80 

What  nobler  pride  !  could  I  to  heaven  refign 
The  zeal,  tiie  iervice  that  I  boafted  mine  ! 
O,  change  your  falfe  defires,  ye  flattering  train. 
And  love  me  pious,\  whom  ye  lovM  profane  ! 

Thefe  long  adieus  with  lovers  doom'd  to  go,         ^S 
Or  prove  their  merit,  or  my  weaknefs  (how. 
But  heaven,   to  luch  foft  frailties  lefs  fevere. 
May  Ipare  the  tribute  of  a  female  tear, 
May  yield  one  tender  moment  to  deplore 
Thole  gentle  hearts  that  I  mull:  hold  no  more.  90 

THE  VICEROY: 

ADDP.ESSED  TO  THE  EARL  OF  HALIFAX  *'. 

Fvft  publjjhed  In  1762. 

5  '  1^  W  AS  on  Time's  birth-day,  when  the  voice  divine 

X    VVak'd  lleeping  nature,  wliile  her  infant  eye, 
Yet  trembling,  itrugg-rd  with  created  light  j 
The  heaven-born  mule,  fprung  from  the  fource  fubiime 
Of  li:irmony  immortal,  firfl  recciv'd    ,  5 

Her  lacred  mandate.     "  Go,  leraphic  maid, 
"  Com.panion  iHll  to  nature',  from  her  works 
*'  Derive  thy  lay  melodious,  great,  like  thoie, 
"  And  ekgan'fly  fnnple.     In  thy  train, 
*'  Glory,  and  fair  Renown,  and  deathleis  Fame         10 
*'  /Attendant  ever,  each  immortal  name, 
**  By  theedeem'd  facred,  to  yon  ftarry  vault 
**  Sliall  bear,  and  itamp  in  charailersof  gold. 
*'  B-'  thine  the  care,  alone  where  truth  dire6ls 
**  I'he  firm  heart,  where  the  love  of  human-kind         15 
*'  Inflames  the  patriot  Ipirit,  thereto  footh 
**  The  toils  of  virtue  with  melodious  praiie: 

*  The  refMution  of  the  IrKhHouf-;  of  Commons  refpefting  the  augmenta- 
tion of  the  revenue  of  the  Lord  Lieutenant,  Feb.  26.  1762,  and  lis  Excel- 
lencey's  Speech  in  confequence  thtreofj  Feb.  27.  will  both  illuftrate  tt;i« 
poem,  and  ihow  the  occaGou  of  it. 
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"  For  thofe,  that  frniling  ieraph  bids  thee  wake 
**  His  golden  lyre  ;  for  thole,  the  young- eyM  fun 
**  Gilds  this  fair-formM  world  5  and  genial  fpring    20 
**  Throws    many  a  green    wreath,  liberal  from  his 

**  bofom." 
So  fpake  the  voice  divine,  whofe  laft  fweet  found 
Gave  birth  to  Echo,  tuneful  nymph,  that  loves 
Themufe's  haunt,  dim  grove,,  or  lonely  dale, 
Or  high  wood  old  ;   and,  liilening  vi^hile  fhe  fmgs,    25 
Dwells  in  long  rapture  on  each  falling  ftrain. 

O  Halifax,  an  humble  mufe  that  dwells 
In  fcenes  like  thefe,  a  ftranger  to  the  world. 
To  thee  a  (hanger,  late  has  learn'd  thy  fame. 
E'en  in  this  vale  of  lilence  ;   from  the  voice  30 

Of  Echo  learn'd  it,  and,  like  her,  delights 
With  thy  lov'd  name,  to  make  thefe  wild  woods  vocaL 

Spirits  of  ancient  time,  to  high  renown 
By  martial  glory  rais'd,  and  deeds  auguft. 
Achieved  for  Britain's  freedom  !    patriot  hearts,       35 
That,  fearlefs  of  a  tyrant's  threatening  arm, 
Embrac'd  your  bleeding  country !    o'er  the  page, 
Where  hiftory  triumphs  in  your  holy  names. 
O'er  the  dim  monuments  that  mark  your  graves. 
Why  ilreams  my  eye  with  pleafure  !   'tis  the  joy,       4© 
The  foft  delight  that  through  the  full  breail  flows, 
From  fweet  remembrance  of  departed  virtue  ! 

O  Britain  I   parent  of  illuftrious  names. 
While  o'er  thy  annals  memory  (lioots  her  eye, 
How  the  heart  glows,  rapt  with  high-wcndering  love 
And  emulous  efteem!   Hail,  Sydney,  hail !  4.6 

Whether  Arcadian  blithe,  by  fountain  clear, 
Piping  thy  love-lays  wild,  or  Spartan  bold, 
1:1  freedom's  van  diftinguifh'd,  Sydney,  hail ! 
Oit  o'er  thy  laurell'd  tomb  from  hands  unfeen  50 

Fall  flowers  ;  oft  in  the  vales  of  Penfliurll  fair 
Menalcas,  Iteppingfrom  his  evening  fold, 
Lift;eneth  ibange  mufic,  from  the  tiny  breath 
Of  fairy  minihels  warbled,  which  of  old, 
Dancing  to  thy  fweet  lays,  they  learned  wel!.  55 

On  Raleigh's  grave,  O  drew  the  fweeteft  flowers, 
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That  on  the  bofom  of  the  green  vale  blow  ! 
'f'here  hang  your  vernal  wreaths,  ye  village  maids  ! 
Ye  mountain   nymphs,  your    crowns  of  wild    thyme 

bring 
To  Raleigh's  honourM  grave  !  there  bloom  thebay^  60 
The  virgin  rofe,  that,  blufhing  to  be  feen, 
Folds  its  fair  leaves  ;  for  modeft  worth  was  his  j 
A  mind  where  truth,  philofophy's  firft  born, 
Held  her  harmonious  reign  :  a  Briton's  breaft, 
That,  careful  ftill  of  freedom's  holy  pledge,  65 

DIfdain'd  tlie  mean  arts  of  a  tyrant's  court, 
Diidain'd  and  died!    Where  was  thy  fpirit  then. 
Queen  of  fea- crowning,  iiles,  when  Raleigh  bled  ? 
How  well  he  ferv'd  thee,  let  Iberia  telll 
Aflc  proftrate  Cales,  yet  trembling  at  his  name,          70 
How  well  he  ferv'd  thee;  when  her  vanquifli'd  hand 
Held  forth  thebafe  bribe,  how  he  fpurn'd  it  from  him, 
And  cried,  I  fight  for  Britain!    Hiftory  rife,     - 
And  blaft  the  reigns  that  redden  with  the  blood 
Of  thofe  that  gave  them  glory  !   Happier  days,  75 

Gilt  with  a  Brunfwick's  parent  fmile,  await 
The  honour'd  viceroy.     More  aufpicious  hours 
Shall  Halifax  behold,  nor  grieve  to  find 
A  iavour'd  land  ungrateful  to  his  care. 

O  for  the  mufe  of  Milton,   to  record  80 

The  honours  of  that  day,    when  full  conven'd 
Hibernia's  fenate  with  one  voice  proclaim'd 
A  nation's  high  applaufe  ;  when  long  oppreft 
With  wealth-confuming  war,  their  eager  love 
Advanc'd  the  princely  dignity's  fupport,  85 

While  Halifax  pi  cfided  !   O,  belovM 
By  every  mufe,   grace  of  the  polilh'd  court,         ' 
The  peafant's  guardian,  then  what  pleafure  felt 
Thy  liberal  bofom  1  not  the  low  delight 
Of  fortune's  added  gifts,    greatly  declin'd  ;  90 

No  ;  'twas  the  fupreme  blifs  that  fills  the  breaft, 
Ofconfcious  virtue,   happy  to  beliold 
Her  cares  fuccefsful  in  a  nation's  joy. 

But  O,  ye  fillers  of  the  facred  fpring, 
To  fvveeteft  accents  tune  the  polilh'd  lay,  < 

2 


MISCELLANIES.  6l 

The  mufic  of  perfuafion !  you  alone 

Can  paint  that  eafy  eloquence  that  flow'd 

In  Attic  ftreams,  from  Halifax  that  flowM, 

When  all  lerne  lillenM.     Alhion  heard, 

And  felt  a  parent's  joy  :  no  more,  (lie  cried,  lOO 

No  more  (hail  Greece  the  man  of  Athens  boaft, 

"Whofe  magic  periods  fmooth'd  the  liltening  wave 

Of  rapt  Ilyffus.     Rome  fliall  claim  no  more 

The  flowery  path  of  eloquence  abne 

To  grace  her  confuPs  brow  ;  fm*  never  fpoke  105 

Himeriii's  viceroy  words  of  fairer  phrafe, 

Forgetful  of  Alpheus'  haftening  ftream. 

When  Arethufa  ftopp'd  her  golden  tide, 

And  caird  her  nymphs,  and  calPd  her  fhepherd  fwains 

To  leave  their  fweet  pipes  filent.     Silent  lay  ii» 

Yourpipes,  Hibernian  fhepherds.     Liifey  fmil'd. 

And  on  his  foft  hand  leaned  his  dimply  cheek, 

Attentive  :  *'  Once  fo  Wharton  fpoke,"  he  cried, 

'*  Unhappy  Wharton  !  whofe  young  eloquence 

*' Yet  vibrates  on  mine  ear."  Whatever  powers,    115 

Whatever  genii  old,   of  vale  or  grove. 

The  high  inhabitants,  all  throngM  to  hear. 

Sylvanus  came,  and  from  his  temples  grey 

His  oaken  chaplet  flung,   left  haply  leaf. 

Or  interpofing  bough,    fliould  meet  the  found,         120 

And  bar  its  foft  approaches  to  his  ear. 

Pan  ceas'd  to  pipe — a  moment  ceas'd — for  then 

Sufpic ion  grew,  that  Phoebus  in  difguife 

His  ancient  reign  invaded  j   down  he  caft, ' 

In  petulance,   his  reed,   but  leiz'd  it  foon,  125 

And  fiird  the  woods  with  clangour.     Meafures  wild 

The  wanton  fatyrs  danc"d,  then  liftening  fl:ood. 

And  gaz'd  with  uncouth  joy. 

But  hark !  wild  riots  fliake  the  peaceful  plain. 
The  gathering  tumult  roars,  and  faflion  opes         130 
Her  blood-requefting  eye.     The  frighted  Iwain 
Mourns  o'er  his  wafted  labours,    and  implores 
His  country's  guardian.     Previous  to  his  wifn 
That  guardian's  care  he  found.     The  tumult  ceas'd. 
And  fa6lion  clos'd  her  blood-requefting  eye.  135 
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Be  thefe  thy  honours,   Halifax  !   and  thefe 
The  liberal  mule,   that  never  ftainM  her  page 
With  flattery,  fliall  record  j    from  each  low  view, 
Each  mean  conneclion  free,   her  praife  is  fame. 
O,  could  her  hand  in  future  times  obtain  140 

One  humble  gailand  from  th'  Aonian  tree, 
With  joy  fhe'd  bind  it  on  thy  favoured  head, 
And  greet  thy  judging  ear  with  fweeter  (trains! 

Meanwhile  purlue,   in  public  virtue's  path, 
The  palm  of  glory  :  only  there  will  bloom  145 

Pierian  laurels.     Shoukrft  thou  deviate  thence, 
Perifh  the  bloffoms  of  tair-folding  fame  ! 
Ev'n  this  poor  wreath,  that  now  afFefts  thy  brow, 
Would  lole  its  little  bloom,   the  mufe  repine, 
And  blufh  that  Halifax  had  ftole  her  praife.  1 5© 

THE  AMIABLE  KING. 

THE  free-born  mufe  her  tribute  rarely  brings. 
Or  burns  her  incenfe  to  the  power  of  kings  j 
But  virtue  ever  (hall  her  voice  command. 
Alike  a  ipade  orfceptre  in  her  hand. 
Is  there  a  prince  untainted  with  a  throne,  5 

That  makes  the  intereft  of  mankind  his  own  ; 
Whofe  bounty  knows  no  bounds  of  time  or  place  5 
Who  nobly  feels  for  all  the  human  race  : 
A  prince  that  a6\s  in  reafon's  (kady  fphere. 
No  (lave  to  padion,  and  no  dupe  to  fear  j  10 

A  breaft  where  mild  humanity  reiides, 
Where  virtue  dictates,  and  where  wifdom  guides  j 
A  mind  that,  ftretchVl  beyond  the  years  of  youth, 
Explores  the  fecret  fprings  of  tafte  and  truth  : 
Thefe,  thele  are  virtues  which  the  mufe  (hall  fing  j    15 
And  plant,  for  thefe,  her  laurels  round  a  king  I 
Britannia's  monarch  j  this  (liali  be  thy  praile  } 
For  this,  be  crown'd  with  never-fading  bays  !  ?2 
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THE  HAPPY  VILLAGER. 

VIRTUE  dwells  in  Arden^s  vale  j 
There  her  hallow'd  temples  rile  j 
There  her  inccnfe  greets  the  Ikies, 
Grateful  as  the  morning  gale  ? 

There,  with  humble  peace,  and  her,  5 

Lives  the  happy  villager  j 
There  the  golden  fmiLs  of  morn 
Brighter  every  field  adorn  ? 
There  the  fun's  declining  ray 

Fairer  paints  the  parting  day  :  (  1 

There  the  vvoodlark  louder  fmgs. 
Zephyr  moves  on  fofter  wings. 
Groves  in  greener  honours  riie. 
Purer  azure  fpreads  the  fkies  j 

There  the  fountains  clearer  flow,  15 

Flowers  in  brighter  beauty  blow  j 
For,  with  peace  and  virtue,  there 
Lives  the  happy  villager. 
Diftant  ftill  trora  Arden's  vale 

AiT  the  woes  the  bad  bewail  ;  20 

Diftant  fell  remorfe,   and  pain, 
And  frenzy  fmiiing  o'er  her  chain  ! 
Grief's  quick,  pang,  delpair's  dead  groan, 
Are  in  ^.  rden's  vale  unknown  : 

For  with  peace  and  virtue,  there  25 

Lives  the  happy  villager! 
In  his  hofpitable  cell. 
Love,  and  Truth,  and  Freedom  dwell ; 
And,   with  afpeft  mild  and  free, 

The  graceful  nymph,  Simplicity,  30 

Hail,    ye  liberal  graces,    hail ! 
Natives  all  of  Arden's  vale  : 
For,  v^'ith  peace  and  virtue,  there 
Lives  the  happy  villager !  34- 
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HYMENEAL 

ON  THE  MARRIAGE    OF  HIS  PRESE     KT  MAJISIT. 

AWAKE, thou  everlafting  lyre! 
That  once  the  mighty  Pindar  fVriing, 
When  rapt  with  more  than  mortal  fire. 
The  gods  of  Greece  he  lung  !    Awake  ! 
Arrell  the  rapid  foot  of  time  again  5 

With  liquid  xjotesof  joy,  and  pleafure's  melting  drain. 

Crown \i  with  each  beauteous  flower  that  blows 

On  Acidalia's  tuneful  fide  ; 

With  ail  Aonia's  rofy  pride, 

Where  numerous  Aganippe  flows  ;  10 

From  Thefpian  gro/c»  and  fountains  wild, 

Come,  thou  yellow-veited  boy, 

Kedolent  of  youth  and  Joy, , 

*  Fair  Urania's  favoured  child  ! 

Gieorge  to  thee  devotes  the  day :  15 

lo  Hymen,  hafte  away  ! 

Daughter  of  the  genial  main! 

Queen  of  youth    and  rofy  fmibs, 

Queen  of  dimple-dwelling  wiles  ; 

Come  with  all  thy  Paphian  train  :  ao 

O,  give  the  fair  that  blooms  for  Britain's  throne, 

Thy  melting  charms  of  love,  thy  foul-enchanting  zone ! 

Daughter  of  the  gonial  main  I 
Bring  that  heart-diffolvirjig  power. 
Which  once  in  Ida's  facred  bower  35 

The  foul  of  Jove  oppos'd  in  vain  : 
The  fire  of  godsf  thy  conquering  ch'irms  confcfs'd  j 
And;  vanquifh'd^  funk,  funk  down  on  Juno's  follering 
breaft.     ' 

She  comes,  the  confcious  fea  fi.]bfides  j 

Old  Ocean  curbs  his  thund'ring tides:  30 

Smoo  h  thefilken  furface  lies, 

Where  Venus'  flowery  chariots  flies  ; 

*  See  Catullus. 
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Paphlan  airs  in  ambufh  lleep 

On  the  iVill  boibin  of  the  deep  j 

Paphian  maids  around  her  move,  35 

Keen-cy'd  Hope,  and  Joy,  and  Love  : 

Their  roly  breaih  a  thoul'and  Cupids  lave, 

And  dip  their  wanton  wings,  and  beat  the  b  uxom  wave. 

But  mark,  if  more  than  vulgar  mien. 

With  regal  grace  and  n^.alant  eye,  4« 

A  form  in  youthful  majefty  ! 

Britain,  hail  thy  favour'd  queen ! 

For  her  the  confcious  feafubfides; 

Old  Ocean  curbs  his  thundering  tides , 

O'er  the  glafly  bofom'd  main  45 

Venus  leads  her  laughing  train: 

The  Paphian  maids  move  graceful  by  her  fide. 

And  o'er  the  buxom  waves  the  rofy  Cupids  ride. 

Fly,  ye  fairy -footed  hours  ! 

Fly,  with  aromatic  flowers  !  5* 

Such  as  bath'd  in  orient  dews. 

Beauty's  living  glow  diffufe  j 

Such  as  in  Idalia's  grove 

Breathe  the  fweets,  the  foul  of  love ! 

Come,  genial  god  of  chafte  delight,  5  S 

With  wreaths  of  feilive  rofes  crown'd, 

And  torch  that  burns  with  radiance  bright, 

And  liberal  robe  that  fweeps  the  ground  I 

Bring  thy  days  of  golden  joy, 

Pleafures  pure,  that  never  cloy  !  ^o 

Bring  to  Britain's  happy  pair, 

All  that's  Icind,  and  good,  and  fair  I 

George  to  thee  devotes  the  day  : 

lo.  Hymen,  hafte  away  : 

Daughters  of  Jove !  ye  virgins  fage,  6  5 

That  wait  on  Camus'  hoary  age  } 

That  oft  his  winding  vales  along 

Have  fmooth'd  your  fdver-woven  fong  j 

O  wake  once  more  thole  lays  fublime. 

That  live  beyond  the  wrecks  of  time  !  7« 
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To  crown  your  Albion's  boafted  pair. 

The  never-fading  v/r^ath  prepare  ; 

While  her  rocks  echo  to  this  grateful  drain, 

*'The  friends  of  freedom  and  of  Britain  reign."         79 

SONG. 

^nr^IS  o''er,  the  pleafmg  profpe6l's  o'er! 

JL    My  weary  heart  can  hope  no  more — 
Then  welcome,  wan  defpaii- ! 
Approach  with  all  thy  dreadful  train  j 
Wildanguilh,  difcontent,   and  pain,  5 

And  thorny- piiiow'd  care  ! 

Gay  hope,  and  eafe,  and  joy,  and  reft. 

All,  all  that  charms  the  peaceful  breaft. 

For  ever  I  refign. 

Let  pale  anxiety  inftead,  10 

That  has  not  where  to  lay  her  head. 

And  lafting  woe  be  mine. 

It  comes  !  I  feel  the  painful  woe— • 

My  eyes  for  Solyman  wil^  flow 

In  fdent  grief  again  j  1 5 

Who  wand'ring  o'er  fome  mountain  drear, 

Now  haply  flieds  the  penfive  tear. 

And  calls  on  me  in  vain. 

Perhaps,  along  the  lonely  fhores, 

He  now  the  fea's  blue  breaft  explores,  20 

To  watch  the  diftant  fail  ; 

Perhaps,   on  Sundah's  hills  forlorn, 

He  faints,  with  aching  toil  overborne, 

And  life's  laft  fpirits  fail. 

Ah,  no  !  the  cruel  thought  forbear  !  a 5 

Avaunt,  thou  fiend  of  fell  defpair, 

That  only  death  canft  give  \ 

While  heav'n  eternal  rules  above, 

Almena  yet  may  iind  her  love, 

And  Solyman  may  live !  3'^ 
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WRITTEN  IN  A  COTTAGE-GAEDEN, 

AT  A  VILLAGE  IN  LORRAIN. 

Occaficned  by  a  Tradition  concerning  a  Tree  ofRoJemary, 

"Arbuftum  lequitur." 

OTHOU,  whom  love  and  fancy  lead 
To  wander  near  this  woodland  hill. 
If  ever  mufic  finooih''d  thy  quill. 
Or  pity  wak'd  thy  gentle  reed, 

Repofe  beneath  my  humble  tree,  S 

If  thou  lov'il  fimplicity. 

Stranger,  if  thy  lot  has  laid 

In  toilfome  fcenes  of  bufy  life, 

Full  forely  may'll  thou  rue  the  ftrife 

Of  weary  pafTions  ill  repaid.  lO 

In  a  garden  live  with  me, 

If  thou  lov'ft  fimplicity. 

Flowers  have  fprung  for  many  a  year 

O'er  the  village  maiden's  grave, 

That,  one  memorial -fprig  to  fa ve,  15 

Bore  it  from  a  filter's  bier  j 

Aad,  homeward  walking,  wept  o'er  me 

The  true  tears  ©f  fimplicity, 

And  foon,  her  cottage  window  near, 

With  cut  my  ll>:nder  ftem  (he  plac'd  ;  2* 

And  fondly  thus  her  grief  tmbrsc'd  j 

And  cherifii'd  fad  remembrance  dear  : 

For  love  fincere,  and  friendihip  free 

Are  children  of  fimplicity. 

When  paft  was  many  a  painful  day,  35 

Slow- pacing  o'er  the  village  green. 

In  white   vere  all  its  maidens  feen, 

And  bore  my  guardian  niends  away. 

Ah  death  !  what  facrifice  to  thee. 

The  ruins  of  fimplicity.  3^ 

One  generous  fwain  her  heart  approved  ' 
A   youth  whofe  fond  and  faithful  breaft 
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With  many  an  artlefs  figh  confefsM, 
In  nature'cj  language,  that  he  lov'd  : 
But,  ftranger,  'tis  no  tale  to  thee,  35 

Unlefs  thou  lov'ft  iimpliclty. 

He  died — and  loon  her  lip  was  cold, 

And  foon  her  rofy  cheek  was  pale  j 

The  village  wept  to  hear  the  tale, 

When  tor  both  the  flow  bell  toU'd —  40 

Beneath  yon  flowery  turf  they  lie. 

The  lovers  of  fimplicity. 

Yet  one  boon  liave  I  to  crave  j 

Stranger  if  thy  pity  bleed, 

Wilt  thou  do  one  tender  deed,  45 

And  ftrew  my  pale  flowers  o'er  their  grave  ? 

So  lightly  lie  the  turf  on  thee, 

Becaufe  thou  lov'il  fimplicity.  4-8 

THE  PASTORAL   PART  OF 

MILTON'S  EPITAPHIUM  DAMONIS. 

OFOR  the  foft  lays  of  Himerla's  maids  ! 
The  ftrains  that  died  in  Arethufa's  fliadcs  j 
Tun'd   to  wikl  forrow  on  her  monmtul  fliore, 
When  Daphnis,  Hylas,  Bion  breath'd  no  more  ! 
Thame's  vocal  wave  fliall  every  note  prolong,  5 

And  all  his  villas  learn  the  Doric  long. 

How  Thyrfis  mourn 'd  his  long  liv'd  Damon  dead  j 
What  fighs  he  utter'd,  and  what  tears  he  flied — 
Ye  dim  retreats,  ye  wandering  fountains  know  j 
Ye  deiert  wilds  bore  witncfs  to  his  woe  :  xo 

Where  oft  in  grief  he  pail  the  tedious  day. 
Or  lonely  languifti'd  the  dull  night  away. 

Twice  had  the  fields  their  blooming  lionours  bore  j 
And  Autumn  twice  lefign'd  his  golden  flore, 
Unconfcious  of  his  lofs,  while  Tliyrfis  ftaid  1 5 

To  woo  ihe  fweet  mule  in  the  Tulcari  fliade. 
Crown'd  wiih  her  favour,  when  he  fought  agaiH 
His  flock  foriake,  and  his  native  plain  j 
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When  to  his  old  ehn's  wonted  Ihade  retiirn'd — 
Then — then,  he  miis'^d his  parted  fi-iend — andmournM. 

And  go,  he  cry'd,  my  tender  lambs  adieu  I  ai 

Your  wretched  ma(ter  has  no  time  for  you. 
Yet  are  there  powers  divine  in  earth  or  (ky  ? 
Gods  can  they  be  who  deftin'd  thee  to  die? 
And  (halt  thou  mix  with  (hades  of  vulgar  name  ?       25 
Lo(l  thy  fair  honours,   and  forgot  thy  fame  ? 
Not  he,  the  god  whofe  golden  wand  refti-ains 
The  pale-ey'd  people  of  the  gloomy  plains. 
Of  Damon's  fate  (liall  thus  regardlefs  be. 
Or  fuff^r  vulgar  (liades  to  herd  with  thee.  30 

Then  go,  he  cry'd,  &c. 

Yet  while  one  ftrain  my  trembling  tongue  may  try. 

Not  unlamented,  (liepherd,  (liait  thou  die. 

Long  in  thefe  fields  thy  fame  (hall  flouri(h  fair, 

And  Daphnis  only  greater  honours  (liarcj  35 

To  Daphnis  only  purer  vows  be  paid. 

While  Pan  or  Pales  loves  the  village  (hade. 

If  truth  or  fcience  may  furvive  the  grave,  «• 

Or,  what  is  more,  a  poet's  frienddilp  fave. 

Then  go,  Sec.  4» 

Thefe,  thefe  are  thine  :  for  me  what  hopes  remain  ? 
Save  of  long  (brrow,  and  of  anguidi  vain. 
For  who,  (till  faithful  to  my  fide,  (liall  go, 
Like  thee,  through  regions  ciad  with   chilling   fnov/ ? 
Like  thee,  the  rage  of  (lory  Cummers  bear,  4.5 

When  fades  the  vvan  flower  in  the  burning  air  ? 
The  lurking  dangers  of  the  cliafe  elTay, 
Or  footh  with  (bug  and  various  talo  the  day  ? 
Then  go,'&c. 

To  whom  (hall  I  my  hopes  and  fears  imaprt  ?  50 

Or  truft  the  cares  and  follies  of  my  heart  ? 
Whofe  gentle  councils  put  thofe  cares  to  flight  ? 
Whofe  cheerful  convaje  cheat  the  tedious  night  ? 
The  focial  hearth  when  autumn's  treafures  ftore. 
Chill  blow  the  winds  without,  and  through  the  bleaTc 
Then  go,    &c.  [elm  roar. 
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When  the  fierce  funs  of  fummer  noons  invade,  57 

And  Pan  repoies  in  the  green-wood  fhade, 
The  fhepherds  hide,  the  nymphs  plunge  down  the  deep. 
And,  waves  the  hedge-row  o'er  the  ploughman's  deep. 
Ah  I  who  fhall  charm  widifuch  addrefs  refin'd,        li 
Such  attic  wit,  and  elegance  of  mind  ? 
Then  go,   Sec. 

Alas  !  now  lonely  round  my  fields  I  ftray, 
And  lonely  feek  the  pallure's  wonted  way.  65 

Or  in  fome  dim  vale's  mournful  ftiade  repoie — 
There  penfivewait  the  weary  day's  flov/  clofe. 
While  IhovAers  defcend,  the  gloomy  tempelt  raves. 
And  o'er  my  head  the  ftruggling  twilight  waves. 

Then  go,    &c.  70 

Where  once  fair  harveft  cloath'd  my  cultur'd  plain, 
Now  weeds  obfcene  and  vexing  brambles  reign  j 
The  groves  of  myrtle  and  the  cluttering  vine 
Delight  no  more,    for  joy  no  more  is  mine. 
My  flocks  no  longer  find  a  mafcer's  care,  75 

Ev'n  piteous  as  they  gaze  with  looks  of  dumb  delpair. 
I'hen  go,  &c 

Thy  hazel,  Tyt'rus,  has  no  charms  for  me  j 

Nor  yet  thy  wild  afh,  lov'd  Alphefibee. 

No  more  ihall  fancy  weave  her  rual  dream. 

By  ^gan's  willow,  or  Amynta's  ftream,  ?0 

The  trembling  leaves,  the  fountain's  cool  ferene. 

The  murmuring  zephyr,  and  the  rnoffy  green — 

Thefe  iVnlle  unieen,  and  thole  unheeded  play, 

I  cut  my  {hrubs,and  carclefs  walk'd  away. 

Then  go,  kc.  S5 

Mopfus,  who  knows  what  fates  the  Itars  difpenfe. 
And  folves  the  grove's  wild  warblings  into  fenfe. 
Thus  Mopfus  mark'd — "vhat  thus  thy  fpleencan  move  ? 
S  rmc  baleful  planet,  or  fome  hoplefs  1 , ve  ? 
The  liar  of  Saturn  oft  annoys  the  fwain,  90 

And  in  the  dull  cold  breaft  long  holds  his  leaden  reign. 
Then  go,  &c. 
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The  nymphs  too,  piteous  of  their  fhepherd's  woe, 
Came  the  lad  caufe  felicitous  to  know. 
Is  this  the  port  of  jocund  youth,  they  ciy,  ^^ 

That  look  difgufted,  and  that  downcafteye  ? 
Gay  fmiles  and  love  on  that  foft  feafon  wait ; 
*  He's  twice  a  wretch  whom  beauty  wounds  too  late. 
TheR  go,  8ic. 

One  gentle  tear  the  Britlih  Chlorls  gave,  100 

Chloris  the  grace  of  Maldon's  purple  wave — 
In  vain — my  grief  no  foothing  words  difarm. 
Nor  future  hopes,  nor  prefent  good  can  charm. 
Then  go,  &c. 

The  happier  flocks  one  focial  fpirit  moves,  105 

The  fame  their  fports,  their  paftures  and  their  loves  j 
Their  hearts  to  no  peculiar  object  tend. 
None  knows  a  favourite,  or  fele^ls  a  friend. 
So  heard  the  various  natives  of  the  main. 
And  Proteus  drives  in  crowds  his  Icaly  train,  1  j  o 

The  feather'd  tribes  too  find  an  eafierfatej 
The  meanell  fparrow  ftill  enjoys  his  matej 
And  when  by  chance  or  wearing  age  fhe  dies, 
The  tranfient  lofs  a  fecond  choice  fupplies. 
Man,  haplefs  man,  for  ever  doom'd  to  know  115 

The  dire  vexations  that  from  difcord  flow, 
In  all  thecountlefs  numbers  of  his  kind. 
Can  fcarcely  meet  with  one  congenial  mind, 
If  haply  found,  death  wings  the  fatal  dart, 
The  tender  union  breaks,  and  breaks  his  heart.       129 
Then  go,  &c. 

Ah  me !  what  error  tempted  me  to  go 

O'er  foreign  mountains,  and  through  Alpine  fnow  ? 

Too  great  the  price  to  mark  in  Tyber's  gloom 

The  mournful  image  of  departed  Rome  1  125 

»  Milton  fcems  to  have  borrowed  this  fentiment  from  Guariiii. 
Che  fe  t'afTile  a  la  camita  etate 
Amorolb  talento, 
Havrai  doppio  tormento, 
E  di  (luel,  Che  p'ltenr.o  non  volefti, 
£  di  quel,  Che  voiendo  uo  potrii. 
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Nay,  yet  immor'car,  could  flie  boaft  again 
The  glories  of  her  univerfai  reign. 
And  all  that  Maro  left  his  fields  to  fee, 
Too  great  the  purchafe  to  abandon  thee ! 
To  leave  thee  m  a  land  no  longer  feen  ! —  i  ^^ 

Bid  mountains  rife,  and  oceans  roll  between  !— . 
Ah  I  not  embrace  thee  ! — not  to  fee  thee  die  ! 
Meet  thy  lall  looks,  or  cloie  thy  languid  eye ! 
Not  one  fond  fa'      el  with  thy  (hade  to  fend. 
Nor  bid  thee  think  of  thy  fui  viving  friend !  135 

Then  go,  &c. 

Ye  Tufcan  fhepherds,  pardon  me  this  tear ! 

Dear  to  the  mufe,  to  rac  for  ever  dear ! 

The  youth  I  mourn  a  Tufcan  title  bore — 

See  *  Lydian  Lucca  for  her  fon  deplore  !  T4.0 

O  days  of  ecftafy  \  when  rapt  I  lay 

Where  Arno  wanders  down  his  fiow'ry  way, — 

Pluck'd  the  pale  violet,  prefs'd  the  velvet  mead. 

Or  h,  ik  the  myrtle's  balmy  fragrance  bleed ! — 

DeJigiited,  heard  an~id  the  rural  throng  14.5 

Menalcas  ftrive  w\.i  Lycidas  infong. 

Oft  would  my  voice  the  mimic  Itrain  efTay, 

Nor  haply  all  unheeded  was  my  lay  : 

For,  fliephcrds,  yet  I  boaft  your  generous  meed, 

The  ofier  balket,  and  compacted  reed:  150 

Francino  crownM  me  with  a  poet's  fame. 

And  Dati  f  taught  his  beechen  groves  my  name.     153 

♦  The  Tufcans  were  a  branch  tf  the  Pelafgi  that  migrated  into  Europe 
rot  many  ?i>.-s  after  the  difperfion.  Some  of  them  marched  by  land  as  far  as 
I,ydi3,  and  from  thence  detached  a  colony  under  tlie  condudt  ofTyrfenus 
to  Italy. 

f  When  Milton  was  in  Italy,  Carlo  Dati  was  profefTor  of  philofophy  at 
Fliircnce— Alibera^rriend  to  men  of  genius  and  learning,  as  well  foreigner? 
ai  his  own  countrymen. —He  wrote  a  panegyric  and  fume  poems  on  LeM'Js 
3CIV.  bel^des  other  trafts. 
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PRECEPTS  OF  COn'jUGAL  HAPPINESS. 

ADDRESSED    TO  A   LADY  ON  KER  MARRIAGE. 

FRIEND,  fifter,  partner  of  that  gentle  heart 
Where  my  foul  lives,  and  holdsj   her  deaieft  part ; 
While  love's  ibft  raptures  t'aeie  gay  hours  employ, 
And  time  puts  on  the  yellow  robe  of  joy. 
Will  you,  Maria,  mark  with  patient  ear  5 

The  moral  mule,  nor  deem  lier  long  fevere  ? 
Through  thfe  long  courfe  of  life's  unclouded  day, 
Where  fweet  Contentment  fmilcs  on  Virtue's  way  j 
Where  Fancy  opes  her  ever- varying  views, 
And  Hope  ftrews  flowers,  and  leads  you  as  fhe  llrews  j  le 
May  each  fairPleafure  court  thy  favoured  brealt, 
Bv  Truth  prote61:ed,  and  by  Love  carefs'd ! 
So  Friendfliip  vows,  nor  fhall  her  vows  be  vain  j 
For  every  pleafure  comes  in  Virture's  train  j 
Each  charm  that  tender  fympathies  impart,  15 

The  glow  of  foul,  the  tranfports  of  the  heart, 
Sweet  meanings  that  in  filent  truth  convey 
Mind  into  mind,  and  ileal  the  foul  away, 
Thcfe  gifts,  O  virtue,  thefe  are  ail  thy  own  ;| 
Loft  to  the  vicious,  to  the  vain  unknown  !  ao 

Yet  bleit  with  thefe,  and  happier  c'riarms  than  thefe. 
By  nature  form'd,  by  genius  taught  to  plcafe, 
E'eii  you,  to  prove  that  mortal  gifts  are  vain, 
Muft  yield  your  human  facrifice  to  pain  j 
The  v/izard  care  (liall  di'.T)  thole  brilliant  eyes,  25 

Smite  the  fair  urns  and  bid  the  waters  rife. 

With  mind  unbroke  that  darker  hour  can  bear. 
Nor  once  his  captive,  drag  the  chains  of  care, 
Hopes  radiant  funfliine  o'er  the  fcene  to  potH*, 
Nor  future  joys  in  prelent  ills  devom^,  30 

Thefe  arts  your  philofophic  friend  may  fnow. 
Too  well  experienc'd  in  the  fchocl  of  «.voe. 
When  finks  the  heart,  by  tranfient  grief  oppreft, 
Seek  not  reflexion,  for  it  wounds  the  breaft, 
While  memory  tums,  to  happier  obje6ls  blind,         35 
Though  once  the  friend,  the  trailer  of  them  nd, 
G 
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Pad  fcenes  ofpam  is  ftudious  to  explore, 
Forgets  its  joys,  and  thinks  its  iirff'rings  o'er. 

To  life's  horizon  forward  turn  your  eye, 
Pafs  the  dim  cloud,  and  viuw  the  heightening  fky  :  40 
On  Hope's  kind  wing  more  geitial  climes  furvey, 
Let  Fancy  join,  but  Reafon  guide  your  way. 
For  Fancy,  ftill  to  tender  woes  inclined, 
May  footh  the  heart,  but  mifdire6\s  the  mind. 

The  fource  of  half  our  anguifh,  half  our  tears,     4  <; 
Is  the  wrong  condu6l  of  our  hopes  and  fears  ; 
Like  lil-train'd  children,  ftill  their  treatment  fuch, 
Reftrain'd  too  rafhly,  or  indulged  too  much. 
Hence  hope,  projecting  more  than  life  can  give, 
Would  live,  with  angels,  or  refufe  to  live  5  50 

Hence  ipleen-ey'd  Fear  o'era6ling  Caution's  part, 
Betrays  thole  fuccours  Reafon  lends  the  heart. 
Yet  thefe,  fubmitted  to  fair  Truth's  control, 
Thefe  tyrants  are  the  fervants  of  the  foul : 
Through  vales  of  peace  the  dove-like  Hope   ftiall  Itray, 
And  bear  at  eve  her  olive  branch  away,  56 

In  ev'ry  fcene  ibme  diftant  charm  defcry, 
And  hold  it  forward  to  the  bright'ning  eye } 
While  watchful  Fear,  if  Fortitude  maintain 
Her  trembling  fteps,  fliall  ward  the  dillant  pain.        6© 

Should  erring  nature  calual  faults  diiialoie. 
Wound  not  the  breaft  that  harbours  yonr  repofe  : 
For  ev'ry  grief  that  breaft  from  you  fhall  piove. 
Is  one  link  broken  in  the  chain  of  love. 
Soon,  with  their  obje£ls,  other  woes  are  paft,        .    65 
But  pains  for  thofe  we  love  are  pains  that  laft. 
Though  faults  or  follies  from  reproach  mayfly 
Yet  in  itsfhade  the  tender  pafTions  die. 

Love  like  the  flower  that  courts  the  fun's  kind  ray, 
Will  flourifh  only  in  the  fiuiles  of  day  ;  70 

Diftruft's  cold  air  the  generous  plant  annoys. 
And  one  chill  blight  of  dire  contempt  deftroys. 
O  fliun,  my  friend,  avoid  that  dangerous  coaft, 
Where  peace  expires,  and  fair  afFefirion's  loft; 
Bv  wit,  by  grief,  by  anger  urg'd,  foibear  7  5 

The  fpeech  contemptuous,  and  the  fcornful  air. 
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If  heart-felt  quiet,  thoughts  urjmix'd  with  pain, 

While  Peace  weaves  flcw'rs  to  Hymen's  golden  chain. 

If  tranquil  davs,  if  hours  of  fmiling  eafe, 

The  fenfe  of  pleafure,  and  the  powers  to  pleafe,  So 

If  charms  lilce  thefe  deferve  your  ferious  care, 

Of  one  dark  foe,  one  dangerous  foe  beware  ! 

Liice  Hecla's  mountain,  while  his  heart's  in  flame. 

His  afpe6f's  cold,  and  Jealoufy  his  name. 

His  hideous  birth  his  wild  diforders  prove,  S5 

Begot  by  Hatred  on  defpairing  Love  ! 

Her  throes  in  rage  the  frantic  mother  bore, 

And  the  fell  fn  e  with  angry  curfes  tore 

His  fable  hair — Diftruft  beholding  fmil'd,         ' 

And  iov'd  her  im^.ge  in  hei-  future  child.  9© 

With  cruel  care,  indullrious  to  impart 

Each  painful  Icnle,  each  foul-tormenting  art, 

To  Doubt's  dim  ihrineher  haplefs  charge  flie  led. 

Where  never  (leep  relieved  the  burning  head. 

Where  never  grateful  fancy  footh'd  iufpenfe,  95 

Or  the  dear  charms  ofeafy  confidence. 

Hence  fears  eternal,  ever-reft lefs  care. 

And  all  the  dire  aflbclates  of  defpair. 

Hence  all  the  woes  lie  found  that  peace  deftroy. 

And  dalli  with  pain  the  fparkling  ftream  of  joy.       100 

When  love's  warm  breall,  from  rapture's  trembling 
Falls  to  the  temp'rate  meafures  of  delight ;  [height 

When  calm  delight  to  eafy  friendfhip  turns. 
Grieve  not  that  Hymen's  torch.more  gently  burns. 
Unerring  nature,  in  each  purpofe  kind,  105 

P'orbids  long  tranfports  to  uilarp  the  mind  j 
For,  oftdiffolv'd  in  joy's  opprelave  ray. 
Soon  would  the  finer  faculties  decay. 

True  tender  love  one  even  tenor  keeps  ; 
'Tis  Reafon's  flame,  and  burns  when  paiTion  fleeps. 
The  chii-m  connubial,  like  a  ftream  that  glides         i ii 
Tlirough  life's  fair  vaie,  with  no  unequal  tides. 
With  many  a  plant  along  its  genial  lide. 
With  many  a  flower  that  blows  in  beauteous  pride. 
With  many  a  fliade,  wiiere  Peace  in  rapturous  reft  115 
Holds  fweet  afnance  to  her  fearlefs  breaft, 
G  a 
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Pure  in  Its  fource,  and  tenip'rate  in  its  way. 
Still  flows  the  fame,  nor  finds  its  urn  decay. 
O  blifs  beyond  what  lonely  life  can  know, 
The  Ibul-feit  {ympathy  oF joy  and  woe  !  iz3 

The  magic  charm  which  makes  e'en  forrow  dear. 
And  turns  to  pleaiine  the  partaken  tear  ! 

'Long,  beauteous   friend,  to  you  may  heaven  impart 
The  ibi't  endeiH'inents  ■;  i' the  foclal  heart  ! 
Long  to  your  lot  may  ev'ry  bleffing  flow,  125 

That  Tenfe,  or  taflc,  or  virtue  can  beflow  1 
And  O,  forgive  the  zeal  your  peace  infpires, 
Or  teach  that  prudence  which  itfelf  admires.  128 

V  ERSES  IN  MEMORY  OF  A  LADY.  * 

WRITTEN  AT  SAMDGATE  CASTLE.  1768. 
"  NJctamen  Injenio,  quantum  fer/Ire  dolori." 

ET  others  boaft  the  falie  and  faithlels  pride, 

J  No  nuptial  charm  to  know,  and  known,  to  hide, 
'With  vain  dllguiie  from  nature's  dI6lates  part. 
For  the  poor  triumph  of  a  vacant  heart ; 
My  verie,   the  god  of  tender  vows  infpires,  5 

Dwells  on  my  fonl,  and  wakens  all  her  fires. 

Dear  iilent  partner  of  thofe  happier  hours, 
Thatpafs'd  in  Ilackthorn's  vales,  in  Blagdon' showers, 
If  yet  thy  gentle  fpirit  wanders  here, 
Berne  by  its  virtues  to  no  nobler  fphere  3  10 

If  yet  that  pity  which,  of  life  pofTell, 
Fiird  thy  fair  eye,  and  lightened  through  thy  breaft  j 
If  yet  that  tender  thought,  and  generous  care. 
The  gloomy  po-.ver  of  endlefs  night  may  fpare  j 
Oh!   while  my  ibul  for  thee,  for  thee  complains,      15 
Ca-ch  her  v^arm  fighs,  and.  kifs  her  bleeding  ftrains. 

Wild,  wretched  wilh!  can  pray'r,  with  feeble  breath. 
Pierce  tlie  pale  ear,  the  flatued  ear   of  death  ? 
Ltt  Patience  pray,  let  Hope  afpire  to  pray'r  ! 
iV.nd  leave  me  the  ftrong  language  of  defpair  !  20 

rL^nre,  ye  vain  p-^inters  of  ingenious  v/oe. 
Ye  LvrtieLons,  ye  fhlning  F'^etrarchs,  go  ! 

*  Wifeof  the  author.    She  was  dauehtcr  to  Mr.  Crac-o.'f  of  LincoInOuj-s. 
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J  hate  the  languor  of  your  lenient  ftrain, 
Your  flow'ry  grief,  your  impot,ence  of  pain. 
Oh  !  had  ye  known,  wiiat  I  had  known,  to  prove  25 
TJie  fearching  flame,  the  agonies  qf  love  ! 
Oh  !  had  ye  known  how  fouls  to  fouls  impart 
Their  fire,  or  mIxM  the  life-drops  of  the  heart ! 
Not  like  the  (treams  that,  down  the  mountain's  fide, 
TimefuUy  mo\nn,  and  fparkle  as  they  glide  j  30 

Not  like  the  breeze,  that  fighs  at  evening  hour 
On  the  foft  bofcm  of  fome  folding  flower  j 
Your  itronger  griet,  in  ilronger  accents  borne, 
Kad  footh'd  the  bread  with  burning  anguilh  torn. 

The  voice  of  leas,  the  winds  that  roufe  the  deep,  3  5 
Far-ibunding  floods  that  tear  the  mountain  fteep. 
Each  wild  and  melancholy  blalt  that  raves 
Round  theie  dimtowets,  and  fmites  the'beating  waves— 
This  foofhs  my  foul — 'tis  nature's  mournful  breath, 
'Tis  nature  ftruggling  in  the  arms  of  death  ! —         ,-0 

See  the  lali  aid  of  her  expiring  ft  ate, 
See  Love,  e'en  Love,  has  lent  his  darts  to  Fate  *  1 
Oh  !   when  beneath  his  golden  fliafts  I  bled, 
And  vainly  bound  his  trophies  on  my  head  ; 
When,  crovvn'd  with  flowers,  he  led  the  rofy  day,    45 
Liv'd  to  my  eye,  and  drew  my  ibul  away — 
Could  fear,  could  fancy  at  that  tender  hour. 
See  the  dim  grave  demand  the  nuptial  flower  ? 

There,   there  his  wreaths  dejcfled  Hymen  ftrew'd; 
And  mourn'd  their  bloom  unfaded  as  he  view'd,        50 
There  each  fair  hope,  each  tendernefs  of  life. 
Each  narnelefs  charm  of  loft  obliging  ftrlfe. 
Delight,  love,  fancy,  pleafure,  genius  fled. 
And  the  beft  pafllons  of  my  foul  lie  dead  j 
All,  all  is  there  in  cold  oblivion  laid,  55 

But  pale  remembrance  bending  o'er  a  fhade. 
O  come,    e  fofter  forrows,  to  my  breaft! 
Ye  knltnt  fighs,  that  flumber  into  reft  ! 
Come,  toothing  dreams.,  your  friendly  pinions  wave, 
We'll  bear  the  frefh  rofe  to  you  honoured  grave  j     60 

«    The  Udy  died  in  child-ted. 
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or  once  this  pain,  this  frantic  pain  forego. 
And  feel  at  laft  the  kixury  of  woe  ' 

Ye  holy  iuft'rers,  that  in  filence  wait 
The  lall  lad  refuge  of  relieving  fate  ! 
That  i-eil  at  eve  beneath  the  cyprefs'  gloom,  6^ 

And  fieep  faniiliai:  on  your  future  tomb ; 
With  you  ril  waile  the  (low-departing  day, 
And  wear,  with  you,  th'  imcolour'd  hours  away. 

Oh  lead  me  to  your  cells,  your  lonely  ailes. 
Where  R^^fignation  folds  her  arms,  and  fmilcs  j         70 
Where  holy  Faith  unwearied  vigils  keeps, 
And  guards  the  urn  where  fair  Conllantia*  fl&eps, 
There,  let  me  there  in  fweet  oblivion  lie, 
And  calmly  feel  the  tutor\l  paihons  die.  74. 

THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  VEIL. 

WARM  from  this  heart  while  flows  the  faithful 
The  meaneft  friend  of  beauty  fliall  be  mine,  [line. 
What  love,  or  fame,  or  fortune  could  bellow. 
The  charm  of  praile,  the  eafe  of  life  I  owe 
To  beauty  present,  or  to  beauty  fled,  5 

To  Hertfort  living,  or  Caernarvon  dead, 
To  Tweedale's  tafte,  to  Edgecumbe's  fenll*  ferene, 
And,  envy  fpare  this  boait,  to  Britain's  queen. 
Kind  to  the  lay  that  all  unlabour'd  flow'd, 
What  fancy  caugh.t,  where  nature's  pencil  glowM  f  ; 
She  faw  the  path   to  new,  though  humble  fame,        1 1 
Gave  me  her  praife,  and  left  me  fools  to  blame. 

Strong  in  their  weaknefs  are  each  woman's  charms. 
Dread  that  endears,  and  ibftnefs  that  difarms  : 
The  timorous  eye  retiring  from  applaufe,  1 5 

And  the  mild  air  that  fearfully  wi-.hdraws, 
Mai!;s  of  oiu-  power  tliefe  Imnible  graces  prove, 
And,  dalh'd  with  pride,  we  deeper  drink  of  love. 

Chief  of  thofe  cjianns  that  hold  the  heart  in  thrall, 
At  thy  fair  fiirine,  O  Modcfty,  we  fall,  2« 

N:  t  Cynihia  rlfir.g  o'er  the  watry  way, 
When  on  the  dim  wave  falls  her  friendly  rayj 

*  'I'l.c  tiliUi  «f  Flora.    #  See  Spc^Ator,  No.  164. 
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Not  the  p-ure  aether  ct'Eolian  ficies, 
Thar  drinks  the  day's  firft  glories  as  they  rife, 
Not  all  the  tints  from  evening  clouds  that  break, '    25 
Burn  in  the  beauties  of  the  virgin's  cheek  j 
When  o'er  that  cheek,  undifciplln'd  by  art. 
The  fweet  fuffufion  rufhes  from  the  heart. 

Yet  the  foft  bluHi,  untutor'd  to  control, 
The  glow  that  fpeaks  tlie  fufceptibie  foul,  30 

Led  by  nice  honour  and  by  decent  pride, 
The  voice  of  ancient  virtue  taught  to  hide  j 
Taught  beauty's  bloom  the  fearching  eye  to  fhun, 
As  early  flowers  blow  fearful  of  the  fun. 

Far  jis  the  long  records  of  time  we  trace  *,  35 

Still  flowed  the  veil  o'er  modefty's  fair  face  : 
The  guard  ot  beauty,  in  whofe  friendly  fliade, 

afe  from  each  eye  the  featur'd  foul  is  laid, — 
The  penhvc  thought  tiiat  paler  looks  betray, 
The  tender  grief  that  fteals  in  tears  away,  40 

The  hopclefs  wifh  that  prompts  the  frequent  figh, 
Bleeds  in  the  blufh,  or  melts  upon  the  eye. 

The  man  of  faith  through  Gerar  doom'd  to  ttray, 
A  nation  waiting  his  eventful  way, 
His  fortune's  fair  companion  at  his  fule,  45 

The  work!  his  promife,  providence  his  guide, 
Once,  more  than  virtue  dar'd  to  value  lite, 
And  called  a  filter  whom  he  owned  a  wife. 
IVliftaken  father  of  the  faithful  race, 
Thy  fears  alone  could  purchale  thy  difgrace,  5» 

•'  Go,"  to  the  fair,  when  ccnfcious  of  the  talc, 
Said  Gerar's  prince,  "  thy  hulband  is  thy  veil  f  •" 

O  ancient  faith  I   O  virtue  mourn'd  in  vain  ! 
When  Hymen's  altar  never  hdd  a  llain  } 
When  his  pure  torch  fhed  undiminiHi'd  rays,  55 

And  fires  unholy  died  beneath  the  blaze  ! 

«  Plato  mentions  two  provinces  in  Ptr/iai  one  of  \«'Hch  v.-a«  called  th<- 
(Queen's  Girdle,  the  other  fie  CHicen's  Veil,  the  revenues  of  which,  no  cousl 
were  employed  in  puichafing  thefc  parts  of  her  nujeay's  crels.  rt  wa--.  ^"cvu 
the  midrile  of  the  third  century  th.:t  the  Eaftern  vomt-u,  on  takir.ij  in- 
row  of  virginity,  aframed  that  veil  which  had  before  bcctt  worn  Dy  tne 
P-'.gan  PrieftefTss,  and  which  is  ufed  hy  the  religious'  among  the  ko- 
niiiiiiVs  now.  «v,hc 

i  lie  is  t:ie  vaile  of  thine  eyes  to  all  that  are  wirh  thee,  and  to  all  otR«rs. 
■■'  CN.  XX.  i6.  VET.  TR/iNS. 
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For  faith  like  this  fair  Greece  was  early  known, 
And  claimM  tlie  veil's  fir(t  honours  as  her  own. 
Ere  half  her  fons,  o'er  Afia's  trembling  coalf, 
Arm'd  to  revenge  one  woman's,  virtue  loft  j  60 

Ere  he,  whom  Circe  fought  to  charm  in  vain, 
Followed  wild  i'ortune  o'er  the  various  main, 
In  youth's  gay   bloom  he  plied  th'  exulting  oar, 
From  Ith:ica's  white  rocks  to  Sparta's  fliore  : 
Free  to  Ncrician  *  gales  the  vtflel  glides,  65 

And  wild  Eurotas  f  fmooths  his  warrior-tides  ; 
For  amorous  Greece,  wh^ju  love  condu6ls  the  way, 
Beholds  her  waters,  and  her  winds  obey. 
No  ob]e6l  her's  but  love's  impreilion  knows, 
No  wave  that  wanders,  and  no  breeze  that  blows^    70 
Her  groves 1 5  her  mountains  have  his  power  confelt, 
And  Zephyr  figh'tl  not  but  for  Flora's  breaft. 

'Twas  when  his  fighs  in  fweeteft  whiipers  ftray'd, 
Far  o'er  Laconia's  plains  from  Eva's  §  fliade  j 
When  Ibft-ey'd  Spring  refum'd  his  mantle  gay,        75 
And  Ican'd  luxurious  on  the  breaft  of  May, 
Love's  genial  banners  young  UlyfTes  bore 
From  Ithaca's  white  rocks  to  Spaita's  (hore. 

With  all  that  fooths  the  heart,  that  wins,  or  warms, 
All  princely  virtues,  and  all  manly  charms,  80 

All  love  can  urge,  or  eloquence  perfuade. 
The  future  hero  woo'd  his  Spartan  maid. 

Yet  long  he  woo'd In  Sparta,  flow  to  yield, 

Beautv,  like  valour,  long  maintain'd  the  field. 

"  No  bloom  fo  fair  MefTene's  banks  difclofe  ;  85 

*'  No  breath  fo  pure  o'er  Tempe's  bolbm  blows  j 
•*  No  fmile  fo  radiant  throws  the  genial  ray 
"  Through  the  fair  eye-lids  of  the  opening  day 
*'  But  deap  to  vows  with  fondeft  paiFion  preft, 
*'  Cold  as  the  wave  of  Hebrus'  wint'ry  breaft,  90 

*  From  the  mountain  Neritos  in  Ithaca,  now  called  NeiicLa 
f  The  Spartan  river. 

t  E  mentre  d'  Alberghe  Amore.'"  yvij*. 

^    A    mountain  in  Pelopuanefiis.  g 
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**  Penelope  regards  no  lover's  pain, 
"  And  owns  Ulyfl'es  eloquent  in  vain. 

'^  To  vows  that  vainly  wade  their  warmth  in  air, 
*'  Infidious  hopes  that  lead  but  to  defpiir, 
"  Affe6lions  loll;,  defires  the  heart  muft  rue,  95 

*'  And  love,  and  Sparta's  joykis  plains  adieu  ! 
"  Yet  Hill  this  bolbm  fhall  one  paffi on  (hare, 
*'  Still  (hall  my  country  find  a  father  there. 
*'  E'en  now  the  children  of  my  little  reign 
*'  Demand  that  father,  of  the  faithlefs  main  j  100 

*'  E'en  now,  their  prince  folicitous  to  iave, 
**  Climb  the  tail  cliff,  and  watch  the  changeful  wave. 

*'  But  not  for  him  their  hopes,  or  fears  alone ! 
*'  They  feek.  the  promised  partner  of  his  throne  ; 
**  For  her  their  incenie  breathes,  their  altars  blaze, 
*'  For  her  to  heaven  the  fuppliant  eye  they  raifc.     106 
*'  Ah  !   fliall  they  know  their  prince  implor'd  in  vain  ? 
**  Can  my  heart  live  beneath  a  nation's  pain  ?" 

There  fpoke  the  virtue  that  her  foul  admir'd, 
The  Spartan  foul,  with  patriot  ardour  fir'd.  no 

*'  Enough  !"  (he  cried — "  be  mine  to  boaft  a  part 
**  In  Him,  who  holds  his  country  to  his  heart. 
*'  Worth,  honour,  faith,  that  fair  affe6lion  gives, 
*'  And  with  that  virtue,  every  virtue  livei*." 

Pleas'd  tliat  the  nobler  principles  could  move       115 
His  daughter's  heart,  and  fotten  it  to  love, 
Icarius  own'd  the  aufpices  divine, 
Wove  the  fair  crown  f    and  blefs'd  the  holy  flirine. 

But  ah  !  the  dreatied  parting  hour  to  brave  1 
Then  Ilrong  affe'5lion  greiv'd  For  what  it  grave        120 
Should  he  the  comfort  of  his  lift's  decline. 
His  j;fe's  laft  charm  to  Ithaca  refign  ? 
Or,  wandering  wirh  her  to  a  diitant  iliore, 
'Behold  Eurotas'  long-lov'd  bank  no  more  ? 

*  Omnes  omnium  caritates,  &c.    Cic. 

J  The  woman  of  ancient  Greece  r.t  the  marriage  ceremony  \;-ore  garlands 
•f  flowers,  prob.  bly  as  emblems  of  purity,  fertility  and  beauty.  The 
modern  Greek  ladies  wear  thefe  garlands  in  various  fbrin?,  whenever 
they  aopsar  dretTed;  and  frequently  adorn  themfelves  rlius  for  their  own 
amt/fement,  and  when  they  do  no:  expedt  to  be  feen  by  any  but  their  do- 
meiHcs.  ycyage  Literaire  de  la  Greece. 
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Expole  his  grey  hairs  to  an  alien  iky,  I25 

Nor  cu  his  country ""s  parent  bolbra  die  *  ? 
*'  No,  Prince,  hccr\'dj  for  Sparta's  happier  plain, 
*'  Leave  the  lov'd  honours  of  thy  little  reign, 
*•  The  grateful  change  fhali  equal  honours  bring ; 
**  — Lord  of  himfelf,  a  Spariian  is  a  king."  1 30 

Wh^-n  thus  the  piince,  with  obvious  grief  opprell, 
*'  Canit  thou  not  force  the  father  from  thy  breail  ? 
*'  Not  without  pain  behold  one  child  depart, 
*'  Yet  bid  me  tear  a  nation  from  my  heart  ? 
"  — Not  for  all  Sparta's,  all  Euboea's  plains'' —     135 
He  laid,  and  to  his  courfers  gave  the  reins. 

Still  the  fond  fire  purfues  with  fuppliant  voice, 
'Till,  mov\l,  the  monarch  yields  her  to  her  choice.    ■ 
*'  Thou  nune  by  vows,  by  fair  affeiS^ion  mine, 
*'  And  holy  tuith,  and  auipices  divine,  140 

*•  This  iuit  ktfair  Penelope  decide, 
**  Remain  the  daughter,  or  proceed  the  bride." 

O'er  the  quick  biufli  her  friendly  mantle  fell. 
And  told  him  all  that  modefty  could  tell  j 
No  longer  now  the  father's  fondnefs  ftro^e  145 

With  patriot  virtue  or  acknowledged  love. 
But  on  the  fcene  that  parting  lighs  endear'd. 
Fair  Modeify'sf  firlt  hor»our'd  fane  herear'd. 

The  daughter's  torm  the  piftur'd  goddefs  wore, 
The  daughter's  veil  J  betore  her  bluflies  bore,        1 50 
And  taught  Hie  maids  of  Greece  this  ibvereign  law — 
— She  moll  Ihall  conquer,  who  fhall  moll  withdraw. 

♦  The  ancient?  efl-eemed  t^is  one  of  tlie  greateft  misfortunes  that  couM 
befal  them.  The  Trojans  thought  it  the  moft  lamentable  circumft.ince  at- 
tending thelofi  oiHheir  pilot  Palinurus,  that  his  body  l^ould  lie  in  a.foreicQ 
country. 

« , — TgDOta  Palinure  jAcebis  Arena."  fir;. 

f  P.^ufaiiia?,  who  has  recorded  the  ftory  on  which  this  little  potm 
is  fcnnded,  tells  us  that  this  was  the  firft  temple  eredted  co  Modeity  in 
Greece. 

t  See  the  veil  of  modefty  in  the  Mufitum  Capitclhturr,  Vol.  j,  and  for  fur- 
ther proofs  of  its  high  antiquity,  fee  Horn.  OdylT.  I.  6. 
ClauQ.  Epithal.  Honor,  where  he  fays, 

Et  Criues  feftini  ligat  Pfplumque  fluentem 

AUevat 

Iphig.    inTaiir.    act.  4.  and  Colut.    Rapt.  Helen,  v.  3S!.  I.   i.  where  Her- 
KOiue  tears  her  gold  embroidered  veil  on  the  difipnearaiice  ot  Helen; 
Aureum  quo^ue  rupit  capitis  tegmen. 
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THE  Country  justice. 

IN  THREE  PARTS. 

TO  RICHARD  BURN,  LL.  D. 

One  ofHts  Majeflfs  Jujl'ices  of  the  Pettcs  for  the  Ccutitits  ofWeJ*- 
mor eland  and  Cumberland. 

Dhar  Sir, 

A  Poem  written  profefTcdly  at  your  requeft,  na- 
turally ad'drefTtrs  itlelf  to  you.  The  diftinition  you 
have  acquired  on  the  fubject.  and  your  tafte  for  the 
arts,  give  that  addrefs  every  kind  of  propriety.  If 
I  have  any  particular  fatisfaclion  in  this  publica- 
tion, befide  what  arifts  from  my  compliance  with 
your  commands,  it  muft  be  in  the  idea  of  that  tef- 
tiniony  it  bears  to  our  friendfhip.  It  you  believe, 
that  t  am  more  concerned  for  the  duration  of  that 
than  of  the  poem  itfelf,  you  will  not  be  miftaken  j 
for  I  am, 

Dear  Sir, 

Your  truly  afFe£lIcnare  brother. 
And  faithful  humble  Icrvant, 
Somerfetjhire,  April  25,4774.  THE  AUTHOR. 


PART  I. 

IN  Richard's  days,  when  loft  his  paftur'd  plain,' 
The  wand'ring  Briton  fought  the  wild  wood's  reign^ 
With  great  diidain  beheld  the  feudal  hord 
Poor  life-let  vafials  of  a  Norman  lord  5 
And,  what  no  brave  man  ever  loft,  poftefs'd  5 

Himfelf — for  freedom  bound  him  to  her  breaft. 

Lov'ft  thou  that  freedom  ?   by  her  holy  ftirine. 
If  yet  one  drop  of  Britifh  blood  be  thine, 
See,  I  conjure  thee,  in  the  defert  fnade, 
His  bow  unftrung,  his  litile  houfhold  laid,  i ; 

Some  brave  forefather,  while  h*s  fields  they  fhare, 
By  Saxon,  Dane,  or  Norman,  banilh'd  there  1 
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And  thinks  he  tells  thee,  as  his  foul  withdraws. 
As  his  heart  iWells  ag:iinft  a  tyrant's  laws, 
The  war  with  fate  though  fruitlefs  to  maintain,        15 
To  guard  that  liberty  he  lovVl  in  vain. 

'Were  thoughts  like  thefe  the  dream  of  ancient  time  ? 
Peculiar  only  to  fome  age,  or  clime? 
And  does  not  nature  thoughts  like  thefe  impart, 
Breathe  in  the  foul,  and  write  upon  the  heart  ?  2« 

Alk  on  their  mountains  yon  deierted  band, 
That  point  to  P  oli  with  no  pla\ifive  hand  ; 
Defpifmg  lllll,  their  freeborn  fouls  unbroke, 
Alike  the  Gallic  and  Ligurian  yoke! 

Yet  while  the  patriot's  genVous  rage  we  fiiare,     25 
Still  civil  fafety  calls  us  back  to  care  j 
To  Britain  loft  in  either  Henry's  day, 
Her  woods,  her  mountains  one  wild  fcene  of  prey  j 
Fair  peace  from  all  her  bounteous  vallies  fled. 
And  law  beneath  the  barbed  arrows  bled.  30 

In  happier  days,  with  more  aufpicious  tate, 
The  far  fam'd  Edward  heal'd  his  wounded  Itate  j 
Dread  ol  his  foes,  but  to  his  fubjefts  dear, 
Thefe  learn'd  to  love,  as  thofe  are  taught  to  fear. 
Their  laurel  I'd  prince  with  Britifti  pride  obey,  35 

His  glory  flione  their  difcontent  away. 

With  care  the  tender  flower  of  love  to  lave. 
And  plant  the  olive  on  disorder's  grave, 
For  civil  ftorms  frefh  barriers  to  provide. 
He  caught  the  fav'ring  calm  and  falling  tide.  40 

The  Tbcial  laws  from  infult  to  prote6l, 
To  cherilh  peace,  to  cultivate  refpcft  j 
The  rich  from  wanton  cruelty  relhain, 
To  frnooth  the  bed  of  penury  and  pain  ; 
Thehaplefs  vagrant  to  his  reft  reftore,  45 

The  maze  of  fraud,  the  haunts  of  theft  explore; 
The  thovightlefs  maiden,  v/hen  fubdu'd  by  art. 
To  aid,  and  bring  her  rover  to  her  heart  j 
Wild  riot's  voice  with  dignity  to  quell. 
Forbid  unpeacelul  paffions  to  rebel,  :© 

Wreft  from  revenge  the  meditated  harm, 
For  this  fair  juftice  rais'd  her  fdcred  arm  j 
2 
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For  this  the  rural  magiftrateof  voie, 
Thy  honours,  Edward,  to  his  inanfion  bore,: 

Oft,  where  old  air  in  conicious  giory  laiis,  ^y 

On  lilver  waves  that  flow  through  fmiling  vales ; 
In  Harewood's  groves,  where  long  my  youth  was  laid, 
Unleen  beneath  their  ancient  world  or  fhadej 
With  many  a  gioup  of  antique  columns  crowned. 
In  Gothic  guile  fuch  manfion  have  oft  found;.  60 

Nor  lightly  deem,  ye  apes  of  modern  race. 
Ye  cits  that  fore  bedizzen  nature's  face, 
Of  the  more  manly  Itruflures  here  ye  view  j 
They  rofe  for  greatnefs  that  ye  never  knew  I 
Ye  reptile  cits,  tiiat  oft  havemov'd  my  fpleen  65 

With  Venus  and  the  graces  on  your  gi-cen  ! 
Let  Plutus  growling  o'er  his  ill-got  weakh, 
Let  Mercury,  the  thriving  god  of  ftealth. 
The  fhop  man,  Janus,  with  his  double  looks, 
Rife  on  your  rnoiiUts,  and  perch  upon  your  books !     70 
Eut  Ipare  my-^enus,  fpare  each  filler  grace. 
Ye  cits,  that  fore  bedizen  nature's  face  I 

Ye  royal  archite(^s,  whofe  antic  taftc. 
Would  lay  the  realms  of  itnfe  and  nature  wafte ; 
Forgot,  whenever  from  her  Heps  ye  ftray,  75 

That  folly  only  points  each  other  way  j 
Here,  though  your  eye  no  courtly  creature  fees, 
Snakes  on  the  ground,  or  monkies  in  the  trees  j 
Yet  let  not  too  fevere  a  eenfure  fail. 
On  the  plain  precin61:s  of  the  ancient  hall.  So 

For  though  no  fight  your  childifli  fancy  meets, 
Of  Thibet's  dogs,  or  China's  parroquei  s  ; 
Though  apes,  afps,  lizards,  things  without  a  tail, 
And  all  the  tribes  of  fortign  monfters  fail  ; 
Here  fliall  ye  figh  to  fee,  with  ruft  o'trgrovvn,  85 

The  iron  griffin  and  the  fphinx  of  flone ; 
And  mourn,  negle6led  in  their  wafte  abodes, 
Fire-breathing  drakes,  and  water-fpouting  gods. 

Long  have  thefe  mighty  monfters  known  difgrace. 
Yet  ftill  fome  trophies  hold  their  ancient  place  5  (j* 

Where,  round  the  hall,  the  oaks  high  furface  rears 
The  field-day  triumphs  oFtwo  hundred  years. 
11 


%G  LANGHORNE'S  POEMS. 

The  enormous  antlers  here  rccal  the  day 
That  faw  the  tbrefl  monarch  forc'd  away  j 
Who,  many  a  flood,  and  many  a  mountain  paft,      95 
Not  finding  thole,  nor  deeming  thefe  the  laft, 
O'er  floods,  o'er  mountains  yet  prepared  to  Piv, 
Long  ere  the  death-drop  fili'd  his  failing  eye! 

Here  fam'd  for  cunning,  and  in  crimes  grown  old, 
Hangs  his  grey  bru(h,  the  felon  of  the  fold.  100 

Oft  as  the  rent-feaft  fwells  the  midnight  cheer. 
The  m.audiin  farmer  kens  him  o'er  his  beer. 
And  tells  his  old,  traditionary  tale, 
Thougli  known  to  ev'ry  tenant  of  the  vale. 

Here,  where  of  old  the  feftal  ox  has  fed,  105 

Mark'd  with  his  weight,  the  mighty  horns  arefpread! 
Some  ox,  O  Marfhali,  for  a  board  like  thine. 
Where  the  vaft  mailer  with  the  vaft  iurloin 
Vied  in  round  magnitude — rcfpeft  I  bear 
To  thee,  though  oft  the  ruin  of  the  chair.  iio 

Thefe,  and  fuch  antique  tokens  that  record 
The  manly  fpirit,  and  the  bounteous  boavd. 
Me  more  delight  than  all  the  gew-gaw  train. 
The  whims  and  zigzags  of  a  modern  brain, 
More  than  all  Afia's  marmofets  to  viev/,  1 1  g 

Grin,  frifk,  and  water  in  the  walks  of  Kew. 

Through  thefe  fair  vallies,  ftranger,  liaft  thou  ftray'd. 
By  any  chance,  to  vifit  Harewood's  fhade. 
And  feen  with  honeft,  antiquated  air, 
In  the  plain  hall  the  magiftratial  chair  ?  129 

There  Herbert  fat — The  love  of  hmnan  kind, 
Pure  light  of  truth,  and  temperance  of  mind. 
In  the  free  eye  the  featur'd  foul  difplay'd, 
Honour's  ftrong  beam,  and  Mercy's  melting  ftiade  j 
Juftice,  that  in  the  rigid  pathi  of  law,  125 

Would  ftill  fome  drops  from  Pity's  fountain  draw. 
Bend  o'er  her  urn  with  many  a  gen'rous  fear. 
Ere  his  firm  feal  fliould  force  one  orphan's  tearj 
Fair  Equity,  and  Rcalbn  fcorning  apt, 
And  all  the  ibber  virtues  of  the  heart —  ij© 

Thefe  fat  with  Herbert,  thel'e  ftiall  bell  avail 
Where  ftatutes  order,  or  where  Itatutes  fail. 
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Be  this,  ye  rural  magiltrates,  your  plan: 
Finn  be  your  juiiice,  but  be  friends  to  man. 

He  whom  tlie  mighty  mailer  ot  this  ball  135 

We  fondly  deem,  or  iarcically  call. 
To  own  the  patriarch's  trufh,  however  loth, 
Holds  but  amanfion  crulh'd  before  the  moth. 

P'rail  in  his  genius,  in  his  heart  too  trail. 
Born  but  to  err,  and  erring  to  bewail,  34.0 

Shalt  thou  his  iaults  with  eye  I'evere  explore, 
And  give  to  life  one  human  weakncfs  more  ? 

Still  mark  if  vice  or  nature  prompts  the  deed  j 
Still  mark  the  ftrong  temptation  and  the  need  : 
,  On  prcfTmg-  want,  on  lamine's  powerful  call,  145 

At  Icalt  more  lenient  let  thy  juitice  fall. 

For  him,  who,  loft  to  ev'ry  hope  of  life. 
Has  long  with  fortune  held  unequal  Itiife, 
Known  to  no  human  love,  no  human  care. 
The  friendlels,  homeiefs  cbj-j6l  of  deipair  j  3jO 

For  the  p(Jor  vagrant  feel,  while  he  complains. 
Nor  from  lad  freedom  lend  to  ladder  chains. 
Alike  if  folly  or  misfortune  brought 
Thofe  laft  of  woes  his  evil  days  have  wrought} 
Believe  with  Ibcial  mercy  and  v/ith  me,  155 

Folly's  misfortune  in  the  firft  degree. 

Perhaps  on  Ibme  inhofpitable  fhore 
The  houftlefs  wretch  a  widow'd  parent  bore  j 
Who  then,  no  more  by  golden  profpeils  led. 
Of  the  poor  Indian  begg'd  a  leaty  bed.  160 

Cold  on  Canadian  hills,  or  Minden's  plain. 
Perhaps  that  parent  mourn'd  her  ibldier  (lain  j 
Bent  o'er  her  babe,  her  eyedilTolvM  in  dew. 
The  big  drops  mingling  with  the  milk  he  drew. 
Gave  the  lad  prefage  of  his  future  years,  165 

The  child  of  mifery,  baptized  in  tears  1 

O  Edward,  here  thy  falreft  laurels  fade! 
And  thy  long  glories  darken  into  Hiade  ! 

While  yet  the  palms  thy  hardy  veterans  won. 
The  deeds  of  valour  that  for  thee  were  done,  17c 

While  yet  the  wreaths  for  which  they  bravely  bled, 
Fir'd  thy  high  foul,  and  rtourilh'd  on  thy  head , 
Hz 
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Thofe  veterans  to  their  native  fhores  returned, 
Like  exiles  \vanJer\l,  and  like  exiles  mouniM  ; 
Or,  left  at  laigeno  longer  to  bewail,  175 

Were  vagrants  deem'd,  anddeitin'd  to  a  jail  I 
Were  there  no  royal,  yet  uncukur"'d  lands, 
No  waftes  that  Wanted  flich  fubduing  hands? 
Were  Crcffy's  heroes  fuch  abandoned  things  ? 
O  fate  of  war !  and  gratitude  of  kings  I  i8o 

The  gipfy-race  my  pity  rarely  movej 
Yet  their  llrong  thirft  of  liberty  I  love. 
Not  Wilkes,  our  freedom's  holy  martyr,  morej 
Nor  his  firm  phalanx  of  the  common  rtiore. 
*  For  this  in  Norwood's  patrimonial  gi'oves  185 

The  tawny  father  with  his  ofFipring  roves  ; 
When  fumrr.er  funs  lead  flow  the  fultry  day. 
In  mofly  caves,  where  welling  waters  play, 
Fann'd  by  each  gale  that  cools  the  fei-vid  Iky, 
With  this  in  ragged  luxury  they  lie.  1^0 

Oft  at  the  fun  the  dufky  Ellin's  ftrain 
The  fable  eye,  then  fmuggling,  fleep  again  j 
Oft  as  the  dews  of  cooler  evening  fall, 
For  their  prophetic  mother's  mantle  call. 

Far  other  cares  tliat  wand'ring  mother  wait,       195 
The  mou;  h,  and  oft  the  miniller  of  tate  I 
From  her  to  hear,  in  ev'ning's  friendly  fliade. 
Of  future  fortune,  files  the  village- maid. 
Draws  her  long-hoarded  copper  from  its  hold  j 
And  rufty  halfpence  purchafe  hopes  or  gold.  20© 

Bat,  ah!   ye  maids,  beware  the  gipfy'^f  lures! 
She  opens  not  the  womb  of  time,  but  yours. 
Oft  has  her  hands  the  haplefs  Marian  wrung, 
Marian,  whom  Gay  in  iV/tetell  ftrains  has  lungl 
Tiie  parfon's  maid — fore  caufc  had  flie  to  rue  205 

The  gi ply's  tongue  ;  the  parfon's  (daughter  too. 
Long  had  that  anxious  daughter  figh'd  to  know 
What  Vellum's  Iprucy  clerk,  the  valley's  beau. 
Meant  by  thofe  glances  which  at  church  he  ftole, 
Her  father  nodding  to  the  pfalm's  flow  dra^vj  j  2 10 

Long  had  flie  figh'd  :   at  length  a  prophet  came, 
By  many  a  fure  predi6lion  known  to  fame, 
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To  Marian  known,  and  all  (lie  told,  for  true  : 
She  knew  the  future,  for  the  paft  fhe  knew. 

Where,  in  the  darklingfhed,  the  moon's  dim  rays  215 
BeamM  on  the  ruins  of  a  one-horfe  chaife, 
Villaria  fat,  while  faithful  Marian  brought 
The  wayward  prophet  of  the  woe  fhe  fought. 
Twice  did  her  hands,  the  income  of  the  week. 
On  either  fide  the  crooked  fixpence  leek  ;  220 

Twice  werethofe  hands  withdrawn  from  either  fide. 
To  flop  the  tittering  laugh,  the  blufli  to  hide. 
The  wayward  prophet  made  no  long  delay. 
No  novice  fhe  in  fortune's  devious  way  ! 
**  Ere  yet,"  fhe  cry'd,  "  ten  rolling  months  are  o'er, 
^'  Muft  ye  be  mothers  j  maids,  at  lealt,  no  more.     xzS 
**  With  you  fhall  foon,  O  lady  fair,  prevail 
**  A  gentle  youth,  the  flower  of  this  fair  vale. 
*'  To  Marian,  once  of  Colin  Clout  the  fcorn, 
*'  Shall  bumpkin  come,  and  bumpkinets  be  born."  230 

Smote  to  the  heart,  the  maidens  marvell'd  fore. 
That  ten  fhort  months  had  fuch  events  in  liore  j 
But  holding  firm  what  village-maids  believe, 
That  flrife  with  fate  is  milking  in  a  fieve  j 
To  prove  their  prophet  true,  though  to  their  cofl:,  235 
They  judly  thought  no  time  was  to  be  loft. 

T'hefe  foes  to  youth,  that  feek,  with  dangerous  art. 
To  aid  the  native  weaknefs  of  the  heart  j 
Tliefemifcreants  from  thy  harmlefs  village  drive, 
As  wafps  felonious  from  the  laboring  hive.  34^ 
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TH  E  COUN  TRY  JUSTICE:. 

Tv  Robert  mifon  Cracroft,  Efq. 

ORN  with  a  gentle  heart,  and  bom  to  pleafe 
With  nati'/e  goodnefs,   of  no  fortune  vain. 
The  ibcial  aipc51:  of  inviting  cafe, 
The  kind  opinion,  and  the  fenfe  hamane  j 

To  thee,  my  Cracroft,   whom,  in  early  youth,  5 

With  lenient  hand,  and  anxious  love  I  led 
Through  paths  where  fcience  points  to  manly  truth, 
And  giory  gilds  the  manfions  of  the  dead. 

To  thee  this  offering  of  maturer  thought. 
That,  fince  wild  fancy  flung  the  lyre  afide,  10 

With  heedful  hand  the  moral  mule  hath  v/rought. 
That  mufe  devotes,  and  bears  with  honell  pride. 

Yet  not  that  period  of  the  human  year, 

When  fancy  reign'd,   fliall  we  with  pain  review. 

All  Nature's  ft afons  different  alpecls  wear,  15 

And  now  her  flowers,  and  now  her  fruits  are  due. 

Not  that  in  youth  we  rang'd  the  fmiling  meads. 
On  EfTex  fhores  the  trembling  angle  play'd, 
Urging  at  noon  the  flow  boat  in  the  reeds, 
That  wav'd  their  green  uncertainty  of  fliade  :  -zc* 

Nor  yet  the  days  confumM  In  Hackthorne\s  vale, 
Tiiat  lonely  on  the  heath's  wild  bofom  lies. 
Should  we  with  (tern  fevcrity  bewail. 
And  ail  the  lighter  hours  of  life  dcfpife. 

For  Nature's  feafons  different  afpefts  wear,  25 

And  now  her  flovv^ers,  and  now  her  fruits  are  due  5 
Awhile  flie  freed  us  from  the  fcourge  of  care, 
But  told  us  then — for  focial  ends  we  grew. 

To  find  Ibme  virtue  trac'd  on  life's  fliort  page. 
Some  mark  of  fervice  paid  to  human  kind,  3» 

Alone  can  cheer  the  wint'ry  paths  of  age, 
Alone  fuppcrt  the  far  rcfl.'fting  mind. 
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Oil!    often  thotiglit — when  Smitli's  dilcernlng  care 

To  further  days  prolong^  this  failing  iiamj  ! 

To  (iie  v/as  little — But  what  lieart  coiil  n  bear 

To  die,    and  leave  an  undiftingiiifli'd  name?  36 

PAKT  II. 

YET,*  while  tliy  rod  reftiains  the  needy  crew, 
Remember  that  thou  art  their  monarch  too. 
King  of  the  beggars  ! — Lov'ft  thou  not  the  name  ? 
O,  great  from  Ganges  to  the  golden  Thame  ! 
Far-ruling  ibvereign  of  this  bfgging  ball,  5 

Low  at  thy  footllool  other  thrones  fliall  fall. 
His  alms  to  thee  the  whifl-cer'd  Moor  convey  f , 
And  Prufria''s  fturdy  beggar  own  thy  fway  j 
Courts,  fenatcs — all  to  Baal  bend  the  knee  %, 
King  of  the  beggars,  thele  are  fiefs  to  thee  !  10 

But  ftill,  forgot  the  grandeur  of  thy  reign, 
Defcend  to  duties  meaner  crowns  difdaln  j 
That  worft  excrefcency  of  power  forego. 
That  pride  of  kings,  humanity's  firft  foe. 

Let  age  no  longer  toil  with  feeble  itrife,  1 5 

Worn  by  long  fervice  in  the  war  of  lite  ;  . 
Nor  leave  the  head  that  time  hath  whitened,  bare 
To  the  rude  infults  of  the  learching  air  j 
Nor  bid  the  knte,  by  labour  hardened,  bend, 
O  thou,    the  poor  man's  hope,  the  poor  man's  friend  ! 

lt\  when  from  heav'n  levercr  I'eafons  fall,  zt 

Fled  from  the  frozen  roof  and  mouldering  wall. 
Each  face  the  piciure  of  a  winter  day, 
More  ftrong  than  Tenier's  pencil  could  portray  ; 
If  then  to  thee  relbrt  the  fliivering  train,  25 

Of  cruel  days,  and  cruel  man  complain. 
Say  to  thy  heart  (remembering  him  who  faid) 
**  Thefe  people  come  from  far,  and  have  no  bread." 

•  RRf.jrs  to  the  conclufion  of  the  fir.1  parr. 

+  The  Mahomefn  prince";  feemto  have  a  regular  f.ftem  of  bfiggine.  No- 
thiugTo  cummoii  v.i  to  he.if  that.the  Dcy  of  Als;  trs,  Uc.  &c.  arc  (Hflatisfitrd 
with  their  prefejus.  It  niuftbe  owned,  it  would  be  for  the  welfare  ut  tj  t 
world,  if  princes  in  geueral  would  acbere  to  the  maxim,  that  it  ts  bttttr  tt 
ifS  tbun  tojieal. 

X  " -Tu  pofcis  vilia  rcriim, 

'•'•  i^r.imvii  tVri  tc  BuUiui  «»eri;crr, ."  Hir, 
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Nor  leave  thy  venal  clerk  empowei-'cl  to  hear; 
The  voice  of  want  is  facredto  thy  ear.  jo 

He,  where  no  fees  his  Ibrdid  pen  invite, 
Sports  with  their  tears,  too  indolent  to  write  j 
Like  the  ted  monkey  in  the  fable,  vain 
To  hear  morehelplefs  animals  complain. 

But  chief  thy  notice  fliallone  monfter  claim  j  35 

A  monfter  furnifli'd  with  a  human  frame, 
The  parifli  offi.cer  1 — though  verfe  diidain 
Terms  that  deform  the  fplendour  of  the  ftrain  j 
It  Hoops  to  bid  thee  bend  the  brow  fevere 
On  the  fly,  pilfering,  cruel  overfeer  j  "  40 

Tlie  fhulfling  farmer,   faithful  to  no  truft, 
Rurhlefs  as  rocks,  infatiate  as  theduft  ! 

When  the  poor  hind,  with  length  of  years  decay\1. 
Leans  feebly  on  his  once  fubduing  fpadc. 
Forgot  the  lervice  of  his  abler  days,  45 

His  profitable  toil,  and  honeft  praiie, 
Shall  this  low  wretch  abridge  his  fcanty  bread, 
This  ilave,  whofe  board  his  former  labours  fpread  ? 

When  harveft's  burning  funs  and  fickening  air 
From  labour's  unbrac'd  hand  the  gralpM  hook  tear. 
Where  fliall  the  helplefs  family  be  fed,  ji 

That  vainly  languifh  for  a  father's  bread  ? 
See  the  pale  mother,   funk  with  grief  and  care. 
To  the  proud  faimer  fearfully  repair  j 
Soon  to  be  fent  with  infolence  away,  55 

Kefcrr'd  to  vejfries,  and  a  diltant  day! 
Referr'd — to  perifii ! — Is  my  verfe  fevere  ? 
Unrriendly  to  the  human  charail:er  ? 
Ah  !    to  this  figh  of  fad  experience  truft : 
The  truth  is  rigid,  but  the  tale  is  juil.  60 

It  in  thy  courts  this  caitift'  wretch  appear, 
Tnink  not  that  patience  were  a  virtue  here. 
His  low-born  jnide  with  honeit  rage  control  j 
Smite  his  hard  heart,   and  fhake  his  reptile  foul. 

But,  liaplefs  !    oft  through  fear  of  future  woe,       65 
And  certain  vengeance  of  th'  infultingfoe. 
Oft,  ere  to  thee  the  poor  prefer  their  pray'r, 
Thelatl  extremes  of  pfcnury  they  bear. 
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Woiildft  thou   then  ralie  thy  patriot  office  higher, 
To  foinethiiig  more  than  magiilrate  alpir?  ?  7 

And,  left  each  poorer,  pettier  chaie  behind, 
Step  nobly  forth,  the  friend  of  human-kind  ! 
The  game  I  ftart  coura^eoufly  purllie  ! 
Adieu  to  tear  !   to  inibience  adieu  ! 
And  firil  we'll  range  this  mo'mtain''s  ftormy  fide,     75 
Where  the  rude  winds  the  fliepherd's  roof  deride. 
As  meet  no  more  the  wint^ry  blaft  to  bear, 
And  all  the  wild  hoftilities  of  air. 
— That  roof  have  I  remember'd  many  a  yearj 
It  once  gave  refuge  to  a  hunted  deer —  80 

Here,  in  thofe  davs,  we  found  an  aged  pair  ; — 
But  time  untenants — hah  I  what  feeft  thou  there  ? 
*'  Horror — by  ht  av'n,  extended  on  a  bed 
*'  Of  naked  fearn,  two  human  ci  eatures  dead  ! 
*'   Embracing  as  alive  ! — ah,  no  1 — no  life  !  85 

*'  Cold,  breathlefs  !" 

'Tis  the  fhepherd  and  his  wife. 
I  knew  the  fcene,  and  brought  thee  to  behold 
What  fpeaks  moreftrongly  than  the  Itory  told. 
They  died  through  want —  ^  9° 

"  By  every  pou'er  I  fwear, 
*'  If  the  wretch  treads  the  earth,  or  breathes  the  air, 
"  Through  whofe  default  of  duty,  or  defign, 
"  Thele  vidims  fell,  he  dies." 

They  fell  by  thine.  95 

"  Infernal ! — Mine  ! — by — ■" 

Swear  on  no  pretence  : 
A  fwearing  juilice  wants  both  grace  and  fenfe. 

When  thy  good  father  held  this  wide  domain. 
The  voice  of  Ibnow never  mourned  in  vam.  loo 

Sooth'd  by  his  pity,  by  his  bounty  fed, 
The  fick  found  medici;ie,  and  the  aged  bread. 
He  left  their  intereft  to  no  parirti  care, 
No  bailiff  urg'd  his  little  empire  there  : 
No  vilhge-tyr,ant  llarv'd  thtm,  or  opprcfs'd  ;        ^  105 
He  lc;un\i  their  wants,  and  he  thole  wants  redreisM. 

Ev'n  thefe,  unhappy  !   who,  beheld  too  late. 
Smote  thy  young  heart  with  horror  at  their  tate, 
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His  bounty  found;  and  dellin'd  here  to  keep 
A  (mall  detachment  of  his  mountaln-d-scpp.  iiio 

SlUI  pleasM  to  lee  them  fro^n  the  annual  fair 
Th'  unwritten  hiftory  of  their  profits  bear  j 
More  nobly  pleasVi  thofe  profits  to  relture, 
And,  if  their  fortune  failed  them,  make  it  nnrejrc. 

When  Nature  gave  her  precept  to  remove  115 

His  kindred  fpirit  to  the  realms  of  love, 
Afar  their  anguifli  f.om  thy  diftant  ear, 
No  arm  to  fave,  and  no  prote6lion  near. 
Led  by  the  lure  of  unaccounted  gold, 
ThybaiiifFleiz'd  their  little  fiock,  and  ibid,  120 

Their  want  contending  pariflies  furvey\i, 
And  this  difownM,  and  that  refusM  to  aid : 
Awhile,  v/l\o  ftiould  nor  fuccour  them,  they  tried. 
And  in  that  while  the  wretched  vi6lims  died. 

^*  I'll  fcalp  that  bailiff — facrifice."  135 

In. vain 
To  rave  at  mifchlef,  if  the  caufe  remain ! 

O  days  long  loft  to  man  in  each  degree ! 
The  golden  davs  of  hofpitality  ! 

V/hea  liberal  fortunes  vied  with  liberal  ftrlfe,         130 
To  fill  the  nobleft  offices  of  life: 
When  Wealth  was  Virtue's  han  linald,  and  her  gate 
Gave  a  tree  refvige  from  the  wrongs  of  fate  j 
The  poor  at  hand  their  natural  patrons  faw. 
And  lawgivers  were  liipplements  of  law!  1 3^ 

Loft  are  thofe  days, ^and  faftiion's  boundlefs  fway 
Has  borne  the  guardian  magiftrate  away. 
Save  in  Augufl:a''s  ftreets,  or  Gallia^;  ihore. 
The  rural  patron  is  beheld  no  more. 
No  more  the  poor  his  kind  prote6flon  fliare,  14a 

Unknown  their  wants,   and  unreceiv\l  their  prayer. 

Yet  has  that  fafhion,  long  fo  light  and  vain, 
ReformM  at  laft,  and  hd  the  moral  ti-ain, 
Hove  he!  gay  vot'ries  nobler  worth  to  boaft 
For  Nature's  love,"  for  Natvire's  virtue  loft  ?  145 

No — fled  from  thefe,    the  fons  of  fortune  find 
What  poor  refpe6l  to  wealth  rciuali^.s  behind. 
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The  mocl:  regard  alone  of  menial  fiavcs. 

The  vvorfliipp'd  calves  of  their  outwitting  knaves  ! 

Fores  one  the  focial,  holpitable  days,  jc© 

When  wide  vales  echoed  with  their  owner's  praife, 
Of  all  that  ancient  confequence  bereft, 
What  has  the  modern  man  of  fafhion  left  ? 

Does  he,  perchance,   to  rural  fcenes  repair, 
And  *'  wafte  his  fweetnefs"  on  the  effencM  air?      155 
Ah  !    gently  lave  the  feeble  frame  he  brings, 
Ye-  fcouring  feas  !    and  ye  fulphureous  fprings  ! 

And  thou,   Brightelmftone,  where  no  cits  annoy, 
(All  borne  to  Margate,   in  the  Margate- Hoy) 
Wheie,  if  ihehaftv  creditor  advance,  160 

Lies  the  light  fkiff,  and  ever-bailing  France, 
Do  thou  defend  him  in  the  dog-day-funs  ! 
Secure  in  winter  from  the  rage  of  duns  ! 

While  the  grim  catchpole,  the  grim  porter  fwear, 
One  that  he  is,  and  one,  he  is  not  there,  165 

The  toi  tur'd  us'rcr,  as  he  murmurs  by. 
Eyes  the  Venetian  blinds,  and  heaves  a  figh. 

O,  from  each  title  folly  ever  took. 
Blood  !   Maccoroni !    Cicifbeo  !    or  Rook  ! 
From  each  low  paffion,  from  each  low  rel'ort,  170 

The  thieving  ally,   nay,   the  righteous  court, 
From  Bertie's,  Almack's,  Arthur's,  and  the  neft 
Where  Judah's  ferrets  earth  with  Charles  unbleft  j — 
From  thefe  and  all  the  garbage  of  the  great. 
At  honour's,  freedom's,  virtue's  call — retreat !        175 

Has  the  fair  vale,  vi^here  reil,  conceal'd  in  flowers, 
Lies  in  iV^eet  ambufh  for  thy  carelefs  hours, 
The  bretze,  that,  balmy  fragrance  to  inful'e, 
Bathe's  irs  loft  wing  in  aromatic  dews, 
The  ftrcam  to  footh  thine  ear,  to  cool  thy  breaft,      1  ?o 
That  mildly  murmurs  from  its  cryllal  relf  ; — 
Have  theie  lefs  charms  to  win,  kfs  power  to  pleafe, 
Than  haunts  of  rapine,   harbours  of  diicale  ? 

Will  no  kind  (lurnbers  o'er  thine  eyelids  creep, 
Sive  where  the  fullen  watchman  growls  at  lleep  ?    185 
i>oes  mc'rn  nofweeter,  purer  breath  diftufe 
Tlwn  ftrearas  throu^'i  alleys  frgm  the  lungs  of  Jews  ' 
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And  is  thy  watei-,  pent  in  putiid  wood, 
Bethelda-ijke,  when  troubled  only  good  ? 

Is  it  thy  paffion  Linley's  voice  to  hear,  19 

And  has  no  mountain-  lark  detained  thine  ear  ?  o 

Seng  marks  alcne  the  tribes  of  aiiy  wlngj 
For,  triift  me,  man  was  never  meant  to  fmg  : 
And  all  his  mimic  organs  e'er  expreft, 
Was  but  an  imitative  howl  at  belt.  195 

Is  it  on  Garrick's  attitude  you  dcat  ? 
See  on  the  pointed  cliif  your  lordly  goat ! 
Like  Lear'S;  his  beard  defcends  in  graceful  fnow, 
And  Vi^Ild  he  iooks  upon  the  world  below. 

Superior  here  the  fcene  in  every  part  !  aco 

Here  reigns  great  nature,  and  there  little  art ! 
Here  let  thy  life  affame  a  nobler  plan, 
To  nature  faithful,  and  the  friend  of  man ! 

Unnumber'd  obiefts  alk  thy  hcneft  care, 
Befide  the  orphan's  tear,  tiie  widow',^  pray'r:  205 

Far  as  thy  power  can  lave,  thy  bounty  blefs, 
Unnumber'd  evils  call  for  thy  redrefs. 

Seeft  thou  afar  yon  folitary  thorn, 
Whofe  aged  limbs  the  heath's  wild  winds  have  torn  ? 
While  ye't  to  cheer  the  homeward  fh^pherd's  eye,     210 
A  few  feem  (draggling  in  the  evening  fky  ! 
Not  many  funs  have  halien'd  down  the  day. 
Or  blufhing  moons  inimers'd  in  clouds  their  way, 
Since  there,   a  fcene  that  ftain'd  their  fr.cred  light, 
With  honor  ftopp'd  a  felon  in  his  flight ;  215 

A  babe  jiill  born  that  figns  of  life  exprtft, 
Lay  naked  o'er  the  mother's  liftleis  breaft. 
The  jfitying  robber,  confcious  that,   purfu'd. 
He  had  no  time  to  wafte,   yet  Hood  and  view'd  j 
To  the  next  cot  the  trembling  inf 'nt  bore,  zzt) 

And  gave  a  part  of  what  he  llolc  before  j 
Nor  known  to  him  the  wretches  were,  nor  dear, 
He  felt  as  nian,  and  dropp'd  a  human  tear. 

Far  other  treatment  fhe  whobreathlefs  lay, 
Found  from  a  viler  animal  of  prey.  ^2  s 

Worn  with  long  toil  on  many  a  painful  road, 
That  toil  increas'd  by  natuie'&grov/ing  load, 
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ileliadjBO  titac  lo  -imst^iypt-  sto(  - ! 
To  aicJvfot  cot  liie  IreaiWtu^-icr 
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When  evening  brought  the  friendly  hour  of  reft, 
And  all  the  nioLher  throng'd  about  her  breall, 
Theiiifiian  officer  opposed  her  ftay,  230 

And,  cruel,  bore  her  in  her  pangs  away. 
So  far  beyond  the  town's  lilt  limits  drove, 
That  to  return  wer?  hopelefs,  had  Hie  ilrove. 
Abandoned  there — with  famine,  pain,  and  cold, 
And  anguiih,  (he  expir'd — the  relt  Pve  told.  235 

*<  Now  let  me  fwcar — For  by  my  foul's  lall  figh, 
*'  That  I hief  (hall  live,  that  overleer  (hall  die." 

Too  late  I — his  lite  the  generous  robber  paid 
Loft  by  that  pity  which  his  iteps  delayed  ! 
No  (bul-difcerning  Mansfield  fat  to  hear,  240 

No  Hertford  bore  his  prayer  to  mercy's  ear  j 
No  liberal  juftice  firft  alTign'd  the  gaol. 
Or  urg'd,  as  Camplin  would  have  urg'd  his  tale. 

The  living  objeft  of  thy  honeft  rage. 
Old  in  parochial  crimes,  and  fteel'd  with  age,  34.5 

The  grave  church-warden  ! — unabalh'd  he  bears 
Weekly  to   chuich  his  book  of  wicked  prayers  j 
And  poursl'^  with  all  the  blafphemy  of  praiie, 
His  creepiug  foul  in  Sternhold's  creeping  lays  !       249 

THE  COUNTRY  JUSTICE. 

PART   III. 

ONO  !  sir  John — the  mufe's  gentle  art 
Lives  not  to  blemifli,  but  to  mend  the  heart. 
While  Gay's  brave  robber  grieves  us  for  his  fate, 
We  hold  the  harpies  of  his  life  in  hate. 
Ingenious  youth,  by  nature's  voice  addrelt,  5 

Finds  not  the  harden'd,  but  the  feeling  breaftj 
Can  form  no  wifti  the  dire  efi'eils  to  prove 
Of  lawlefs  valour,  or  of  venal  love. 
Approves  the  fondnefs  of  the  faithful  maid, 
Ai^.d  mourns  a  generous  pailion  unrepaid,  10 

Yet  would  I  praiie  the  pious  zeal  that  favcs 
Imperial  London  from  her  world  ol  knaves  j 
Yet  would  I  count  it  no  inglorious  ftrite, 
To  fcourge  the  peits  of  property  and  lite. 
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Come  then,  long  fklird  in  theft's  illufivc  ways,     15 
Lord  of  the  clue  that  threds  her  mighty  maze  ! 
Together  let  us  beat  all  Giles's  Fields, 
Try  what  the  night-houfe.  what  the  round-houfc  yields. 
Hang  when  we  muft,  be  candid  when  we  pleale, ' 
But  leave  no  bawd,  un'icens'd,  at  her  eafe.  29 

Say  firft,  of  thieves  above,  or  thieves  below, 
What  can  we  order  till  their  haunts  we  know  ? 
Far  from  St.  James's  let  your  Nimrods  itray. 
But  Hop  and  call  at  Stephen's  in  their  way. 
That  ancient  viftualler,  we've  been  told,  of  late,       25 
Has  kept  bad  hours,  encourag'd  high  debate  j 
That  thofe  without  ftill  pelting  thofe  within, 
Have  ftunn'd  th4  peaceful  neighbour's  with  their  din  j 
That  if  you  clofe  his  private  walls  inveft, 
'Tis  odds,  you  meet  with  fome  unruly  gueft —         30 
Good  Lord,  Sir  John,  how  would  the  people  ftare. 
To  fee  the  prefent  and  the  late  Lord -mayor* 
Bow  to  the  majefty  of  Bow-if reet  chair  ! 

Illuftrious  chiets  ;  can  I  your  haunts  pafi  by, 
Nor  give  mv  long-lov'd  liberty  a  figh  ?  35 

That  heavenly  plant  which  long  unblemifli"d  blew, 
Didionour'a  only,  only  hurt  by  you  ! 
Difhonour'd,  when  with  harden'd  front  you  claim 
To  deeds  of  darknefs  her  diviner  name  ! 
For  vou  grim  Licence  Ifrove  with  Hydra  breath        40 
To  fpi'cad  the  blafts  of  pcftilence  and  death  : 
Here  for  poor  Vice,  for  dark  Ambition  there 
She  fcatter'd  poifon  through  the  focial  air. 
Yet  here,  in  vain — Oh,  had  her  toil  been  vain 
When  with  black  wing  fhe  i'wept  the  weltern  main  ! 
When  with  low  labour,  and  infidious  art,  46 

She  tore  a  daughter  from  her  parent's  heart  I 

Oh,  patriots,  ever  patriots  out  of  place, 
Fair  Honour's  foil,  and  Liberty's  difgrace  ! 
With  fpleen  I  fee  your  wild  illuljons  fpread,  50 

Through  the  long  region  of  a  land  milled  ; 
See  commerce  fmk,  lee  cultivation's  charms 
Loft:  in  the  rage  of  anarchy  and  arms  ! 

»  This  was  writtea  during  thi-mayoraUjr  of  i;;*. 
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And  tliou,  O  Ch — m,  once  a  nation's  pride, 
Borne  on  the  brlghtclt  wave  of  Glory's  tide !  55 

Halt  thou  the  parent  l'purn'd,the  erring  child 
With  prorpc(5ti>  vain  to  Ruin's  arms  beguii'd  ? 
Hall  thou  the  plans  ol  dire  defection  prais'd 
For  the  poor  pkaiiue  oi  a  Itaiue  raisVl  ? 

Oh,  patriots,  ever  pai riots  out  of  place,  69 

From  Charles  quite  ^r;:celeis,  u.p  to  Giatton's  grace  ! 

Where  torty-five  unce  mark'd  the  duty  door. 
And  the  chaiu'd  kniie  *  invites  the  pakry  whore  ; 
Though  tar,  methinks,  the  choicell  guclts  are  fled,  64. 
Anti  Wilkes  and  Humphrey  numbered  with  the  dead, 
Wilkes,  who  in  death  would  trienulhip's  vows  luifil. 
True  to  his  cauie,  and  dincb  with  Humphrey  itiU — 
Where  "iculks  each  dark,  where  roams  each  deiperate 
Owh  of  the  day  and  vultures  ot  the  nighr, —     [wght. 
Shall  we,  O  kn:ght,  with  cruel  pains  explore,  70 

Clear  thele  low  walks,  and  think  the  bus'nels  o'er  ? 
No — much,  alas!  ror  you.  tor  me  remains, 
Where  Jultice  lletps,  and  Depredation  reigns. 

Wrapt  in  kind  darkneis.  you  no  ipleen  betray, 
When  the  glit  nabob  lacqueys  all  the  way  :  75 

Harmlelo  to  you  his  towers,  his  iorells  rile, 
That  iwell  with  angui/h  my  indignant  eyes  j 
While  in  ihoie  towers  raz'd  villages  I  lee, 
And  tears  oi  orphans  watering  every  tree. 
Are  thcle  mock -ruins  that  invade  my  view  ?  So 

Thele  are  the  entrads  or  tiie  poor  Gentoo. 
That  column's  troplileti  haie  his  bones  liipplyj 
That  lake  the  teais  that  Iwell'd  his  lablc  eye  ! 
Let  heic,  O  knight,  their  fteps  terrific  Iteer 
Thy  iiue  and  cry,  and  looie  thy  bloodhounds  here.    8  ; 

Oh,  Mercy,  thron'd  on  his  ciernal  hrealt, 
Who  breath'd  the  lavage  waters  into  leltj 
By  each  loft  piealiue  that  my  bcl^m  imote. 
When  firlt  creation  ftarted  tiom  his  thought  5 
By  each  warm  tc..r  that  melted  o'er  thme  eye,  9* 

When  on  his  works  was  written,  thtie  mull  die  ! 

*  Chkiaed  in  the  table,  to  pre.snt  ct:predatt}n<. 
I   Z 
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If  fecret  (laughter  yet,  nor  cruel  war 
Have  from  thcie  mortal  regions  forcM  thee  far. 
Still  to  our  follies,  tt)  our  fiailties  blind, 
Oh,  ftrotch  thy  healing  winos  oer  hiunan  kind!        95 
— For  them  1  afk  not,  hoftiie  to  thy  fwsiy, 
Whocahnly  on  a  brother'^  vit.ils  prey  : 
For  them  I  plead  not,  who,  in  blood  enibrued. 
Have  every  Ibi-ter  lentiment  liibdp.ed. 

Yer,  gentle  power,  tliy  abicnce  I  bewail,  100 

When  feen  the  dark,  dark  regions  of  a  gaol  ; 
When  found  alike  in  chains  ar.d  night  enclos'd. 
The  thief  detected,  and  the  thie-- I'uppos'd  1 
Sure,  the  fair  liiiht  and  the  lalubrious  air 
Each  yet-hi fpected  prifoner  might  iliare.  105 

— To  lie,  to  languifli  in  fome  di-eary  cell. 
Some  loathed  hold,  where  guilt  and  Iwrror  dwell. 
Ere  yet  the  truth  of  feeming  fafts  be  tried, 
Er.'  yet  their  country's  facred  voice  decide, 
BjiLain,  behold  thy  citizens expos\l,  IIO 

And  biofh  to  think  the  Gothic  age  unclos'd  ! 

Oil,  more  than  Goths,  who  yet  decline  to  raze 
That  pell  of  Junes's  puritanic  days. 
The  lavage  law  *  tiiat  bai  b'roully  ordains 
For  f;;male  vir;ue  loll  a  felon's  pains  ! —  I15 

Doorns  the  poor  maiden,  as  her  fate  fevcre. 
To  toil  and  chains  a  long-enduring  year. 

Th'  unnatural  monarch,  to  the  lex  unkind, 
An  owl  oblceue,  in  learnrng's  funlliine  blind  I 
Councils  ot  pathics,  cabinets  of  tools,  120 

Benches  of  knaves,  and  parliaments  of  fools  I 
Fanailc  fools,  that,  in  tliofe  twilight  times. 
With  wild  religion  cloak'd  tj'e  worll  of  crimes  I 
Hope  we  from  liich  a  crevv^,  in  luch  a  reign, 
For  equal  laws    or  pol'.cy  humane  ?  125 

Here,  then,  O  jiiitice,  thy  own  power  forbear; 
The  fole  prote6ler  of  th'  unpiticd  fair. 
Though  long  entreat  the  ruthlefs  overfeer; 
Though  the  loud  veihy  teaze  thy  tortur'd  ear  ; 

•7  J.'.c.  C.4. 
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Though  all  to  a6U,  to  precedents  appeal,  1 3« 

Mute  be  thy  pen,  and  vacant  reft  thy  i'eal. 

Yet  fhalt  thou  know,  nor  is  the  difference  nice, 
The  catiial  fall,  I'rom  impudence  oF  vice. 
Abandoned  guilt  by  a6live  laws  reftrain. 

But  paufe —it"  virtue's  flighfeftlpark  remain.  136 

Lefc  to  the  fliamekfs  lifh,  the  hardening  gaol, 
The  t'aircft  thoughts  of  modtfty  would  tail. 

The  down  caft  eye,  the  tetr  that  flows  amain. 
As  if  to  aik  her  innocence  again  , 
The  plaintive  babe,  that  flumbering  feem'd  to  He  140 
On  her  foft  breaft,  and  wakes  at  the  heav'd  figh  ; 
The  cheek  that  wears  the  beauteous  robe  oF  fhame  j 
How  loth  they  leave  a  gentle  breaft  to  blame  ! 

Here,  then,  O  Juftice  thy  own  power  forbear^ — 
The  fole  prote6lor  of  th'  unpitied  fair  !  145 

OWEN  OF  CARRON. 

ON  Carron's  fide  the  primrofe  pale. 
Why  does  it  wear  a  purple  hue  ? 
Ye  maidens  fair  of  Marlivale, 
Why  llream  your  eyes  with  Pity's  dew  ? 

'Tis  all  with  gentle  Owen's  blood  5 

That  purple  grows  the  primrofe  pale  ; 
That  Pity  pours  the  tender  flood 
Fioni  each  fair  eye  in  Marlivale. 

The  evening  ftar  fate  in  his  eye, 

The  fun  his  golden  treffes  gave,  10 

Ttie  North's  pure  morn  her  orient  dye, 

To  him  who  rells  in  yonder  grave  1 

Beneath  no  high,  hiftoric  ftone. 

Though  nobly  born,  is  Owen  laid, 

Stretch'd  on  the  green  wuod'o  lap  alone,  i  S 

He  lleeps  beneath  the  waving  Ihade. 

There  many  a  flowery  race  hath  fprung, 
And  fled  before  the  mountain  gale, 
li 
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Since  firft  his  fimple  dirge  \v^  fung  j 

Ye  maidens  fai)  of  Mariivale  !  20 

Yet  ftill,  when  May  with  fragrant  feet 
Hath  wander'd  o'er  your  meads  of  gold, 
That  dirge  I  hear  fo  ilmpie  iweet 
Far  echoM  from  each  evening  fold. 

II. 
'Twas  in  the  pride  of  William's  *  day,  2-5. 

"When  Scotland's  honours  flourifh'd  ilill. 
That  Moray's  Earl,  with  mighty  Avay, 
Bare  rule  o'er  many  a  Highland  Iiill. 

And  far  for  him  their  fruitful  (tore 

The  fairer  plains  of  Carron  ipread  ;  30 

In  fortune  rich,  in  offspring  poor. 

An  only  daughter  crown'd  his  bed. 

Oh  !  write  no:  poor — the  wealth  that  flows 
In  waves  of  gold  round  India's  throne,  , 

All  in  her  ihining  bread  that  glows,  35 

To  Ellen's  f  charms,  were  earth  and  ftone. 

For  her  the  youth  of  Scotland  figh'd, 

The  Frenchnian  gay,  the  Spaniard  grave. 

And  fmoother  Italy  applied. 

And  many  an  Englifli  barun  brave.  40 

In  vain  by  foreign  arts  affail'd 
No  foreign  lovco  her  bread  beguile. 
And  England's  honcft  valour  fail'd. 
Paid  with  a  cold,  but  courteous  fmile. 

<'  Ah  1  woe  to  thee,  young  Nithifdale,  45 

*'  That  o'er  her  cheek  thofe  rofcs  ilray'd, 
*'  Thy  breath,  the  violet  of  the  vale, 
*'  Thy  voice,  the  mufic  of  the  fhade  I 

■»  William  the  Lion^  king  of  Scotland. 

f  The  Lady  Ellen,  only  daughter  of  John  Earl  of  Moray,  betrothed  to  the 
Eirl  of  N.thifdalc,  and  afterwards  to  the  Earl  Larnard,  was  eatemed  one 
of  the  fir.e.t  women  in  Europe,  iulomuck  that  llic  had  feveral  fuitors  and 
admirers  in  foreign  courts. 
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**  Ah  !  woe  to  thee,  tlv.it  Ellen's  love 
'*  Aione  to  thy  ibit  tale  vvoulu  yield  I  50 

**  For  loon  thole  gentle  anr..-;  fliall  prove 
*'  The  confliaof'a  nider  field/' 

•Twas  thus  a  wayward  fiftcr  ipolce. 

And  en  it  a  rueful  glince  behind, 

As  irom  htr  dim  wood-glen  ilie  broke,  55 

And  mounted  on  the  moaning  whid. 

She  fookje  and  vanlHi'd, — more  unmov'd 

Than  Moray's  rocks,  when  ftorms  inveft, 

Ti\c  V  diant  youth  by  Ellen  lov'd 

With  aught  that  fear,  or  fate  iuggeft.  fio 

I"or  love,  methinks,  hath  power  to  raile 
The  foul  beyond  a  vulgar  fta^e; 
Th'  unconquer'd  banners  he  diiplays 
Control  our  fears  and  fix  our  fate. 

III. 
•Twas  when,  on  Summer's  fofteft  eve,  65 

Of  clouds  that  wander'd  weft  away, 
Twilight  with  gentle  hand  did  weave 
Her  fairy  robe  of  night  and  day. 

When  all  the  mountain  gales  wt-re  ftill. 

And  the  waves  llept  againtl  the  lliore,  70 

And  the  iim,  funk  bencarl\  the  hill. 

Left  his  lall  (mile  on  Lemniemore*. 

Led  by  thofe  waking  dreams  of  thought: 

That  warm  the  yoii.ig  unpraclis'd  breaft, 

Her  wonted  bower  fweet  Ellen  ibuglit,  75 

And  Carrun  murmur'd  rieir,  and  (ooth  her  into  reft. 

IV. 
There  is  fome  kind  and  courtly  fprite 
That  o'er  the  realm  of  Fancy  reigns. 
Throws  fuiidiine  on  the  malk  of  Niiht, 
And  fmilti  ul  blumber's  powerlei.  chims  ;  So 

«  A  chain  of  irountains  runuiDg  ttrous'i  Scotland  from  ^^ft  to  weft. 
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'Tis  told,  and  I  believe  the  tale. 
At  this  Ibft  hour  that  Tprite  was  there. 
And  Ipiead  with  fairer  flowers  the  vale, 
And  iiird  with  fweeter  ibunds  the  air. 

A  bower  he  fram'd  (for  he  could  franne  85 

V/hat  long  might  weary  mortal  wight : 
Swift  as  the  lightning's  rapid  flame 
Darts  on  the  unfufpefting  light.) 

Such  bower  he  fram'd  with  magic  ha^ia. 

As  well  that  wizard  bard  hath  wove,  9© 

In  fcenes  where  fair  Armida's  wand 

Wav'd  all  the  witcheries  of  Love. 

Yet  was  it  wrought  in  fnnple  fliew  5 

Nor  Indian  mines  nor  Orient  fhores 

Had  lent  their  glories  here  to  glow,  95 

Or  yielded  here  their  fhining  ftores. 

All  round  a  poplar's  trembling  arms 

The'wild  role  wouHd  her  damaflc  flower  j 

The  woodbine  lent  her  fpicy  charms. 

That  loves  to  weave  the  lover's  bower.  lOO 

The  a(hj  that  courts  the  mountain-air. 
In  all  her  painted  blooms  array 'd 
The  wilding's  blofibm  bluftiing  fair, 
Combin'd  to  form  the  flowery  fliade. 

With  thyme  that  loves  the  brown  hlirs  breaft,        105 
'I'lie  cowflip's  fweet,  reclining  head, 
The  violet  of  fky- woven  veil, 
Was  all  the  fairy  ground  befpread. 

But,  who  is  he,  whofe  locks  fo  fair 

Adown  his  manly  flioulders  flow  ?  lio 

Befides  him  lies  the  hunter's  fpear, 

Befides  him  fleeps  the  warrior's  bow. 

He  bends  to  Ellen — (gentle  fpiite. 

Illy  ffreet  feduftive  ai'ts  forbear) 

He  courts  her  arms  with  fond  delight,  115 

And  inftant  vanilhe*  in  air. 
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V. 

Haft  ihou  not  found  at  early  Jawn 

Some  foft  ideas  melt  way," 

If  o'er  fweet  vale,  or  flow'ry  lawn, 

The  fprite  of  dreams  hath  bid  thee  ftay  ?  j  20 

Haft  thou  not  fome  fair  ohjefl  feen, 
And,  when  the  fleeting  form  was  paft. 
Still  on  thy  memory  found  its  mien, 
And  felt  the  fond  idea  laft  ? 

Thou  haft — and  oft  the  pi6lur"'d  view,  125 

Seen  in  fome  vifion  counted  vain, 
Has  ftruck.  thy  wondering  eye  anew, 
And  brought  the  long-loft  dream  again. 

With  warrior-bow,  with  hunter's  fuear. 

With  locks  adown  his  fhoiilder  fpread,  130 

Young  Nithifdale  is  ranging  near — 

He's  ranging  near  yon  mountain's  head. 

Scarce  had  one  pale  moon  pafs'd  away. 

And  fill'd  h^v  lilver  urn  again, 

Wh^in  in  the  devious  chace  to  ftray,         '  135 

Arar  from  all  his  woodland  train. 

To  Carron's  banks  his  fate  confign'd ; 

And  all  to  ihun  the  fervid  hour, 

He  ibught  fome  friendly  {h^.dc  to  finJ, 

And  found  the  vifionary  bower.  i-fo 

VI. 
L  ed  by  the  golden  ftar  of  love, 
Svveet  Eilcn  took  her  wonted  way, 
And  in  the  deep-defending  grove 
Sought  refuge  from  the  fervid  day — 

Oh! — Who  is  he  whole  ringlets  fair,  1.^5 

Difonier'd  o'er  his  green  veil  flow, 

Reclin'd  in  reft — whole  (imny  hair 

Halt  hides  the  fair  cheek's  ardent  glow? 

'Tis  he,  that  fprite's  iflufive  gueft, 

(  Ah  me !  that  fprites  can  fate  control ' )  i  ^  o 
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That  lives  ftill  iir.ag'd  on  her  breaft. 
That  lives  iiill  pi<51:ur'd  in  her  foul. 

As  when  Ibme  gentle  fpirit  fled 

From  earth  to  breathe  Elyfian  air, 

And  in  the  train  whom  we  call  dead,  155 

Perceives  its  long-lov'd  partner  there  j 

Soft  fudden  pleafure  rufhes  o'er 

RefiiUefs,  o'er  its  airy  frame. 

To  find  its  future  fate  reftore 

The  objeft  of  its  former  flame.  x  60 

So  Ellen  flood — lefs  power  to  move 
Had  he,  who  bound  in  ilumber's  chain, 
Seem'd  haply,  o'er  his  hills  to  rove. 
And  wind  his  woodland  chace  again. 

She  flood,  but  trembled — mingled  fear,  165 

And  fond  delight  :<nd  melting  love 
Seiz'd  all  her  Ibul  j  flie  came  not  near. 
She  came  not  near  that  fated  grove. 

She  ftrives  to  fly  from  Wizard's  wand 

As  well  might  powerlefs  captive  fly —  170 

The  new  crept  .flower  falls  from  her  hand— « 

Ah  !  fall  not  with  that  flower  to  die  ! 

VII. 
Haft  thou  not  feen  fome  azure  gleam 
Smile  in  the  morning's  orient  eye, 
And  flcirt  the  reddening  cloud's  foft  beam  175 

V/hat  time  the  fun  was  bafting  nigh  ? 

Thou  haft — and  thou  canft  fancy  well 

As  any  mufe  that  meets  thine  ear. 

The  Ibul  fet  eye  of  Nithifdale, 

When  wak'd,  it  fix'd  on  Ellen  near.  l8» 

Silent  they  gaz'd — that  fllence  broke  j 
*'  Hail  goddefs  of  thefe  groves,  he  cry'd, 
"  O  let  me  wear  thy  gentle  yoke  1 
*'  O  let  me  in  thy  fervice  bidel 
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**  For  thee  I'll  climb  the  mountain  deep,  if  ,- 

**  Unwearied  chafe  the  deftin'd  prey, 

*'  For  thee  I'll  pierce  the  wild  wood  deep, 

*'  And  part  the  fprays  that  vex  thy  way." 

For  thee — "  O  ftranger,  ceafe,"  {he  faid. 

And  fwi ft  away,  like  Daphne,  flew,  ii)# 

But  Daphne's  flight  was  not  delayed 

By  aught  that  to  her  bofom  grew. 

VIII. 
'Twas  Atalanta's  golden  fruit, 
The  fond  idea  that  confin'd 

Fair  Ellen's  lleps,  and  blef>'d  his  fuit,  195 

Who  was  not  far,  not  far  behind. 

O  love  !  within  thofe  golden  vales, 

Thofe  genial  airs  where  tliou  waft  horn, 

Where  Nature,  liftening  thy  loft  talcs. 

Leans  on  the  rofy  breait  of  Morn.  ftoo 

Where  the  fweet  Smiles,  the  Graces  dwell, 

And  tender  fighs  the  heart  remove. 

In  fdcnt  eloquence  to  tell. 

Thy  tale,  O  foul- fubduing love! 

Ah  I  wherefore  fliould  grim  Rage  be  nigh,  205 

And  dnrk  Diftrull,  with  changeful  face, 

And  Jealoufy's  reverted  eye 

Be  near  thy  fair,  thy  favour'd  place? 

IX. 
Earl  Barnard  was  of  high  degree, 
And  lord  of  many  a  lowland  hind  j  210 

And  long  for  Ellen  love  had  he, 
Had  love',  but  not  of  gentle  kind. 

From  Moray's  halls  her  abfent  hour 

He  watchM  whh  all  a  mifer's  care ; 

The  wide  domain,  the  princely  dower  115 

Made  Ellen  more  than  Ellen  fair. 

Ah  wretch  1  to  think  the  liberal  foul 
,May  thus  with  feir  affedion  part  I 
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Tho\igh  Lothian's  vales  thy  iway  control, 
Know.  Lothian  is  not  worth  O'.ie  heart. 

Studious  he  marks  her  abfent  hour,  22a 

And,  v/inding  far  where  Carroh  flows, 

Suldden  he  lees  the  fated  bower, 

And  red  rage  on  his  dark  brow  glows. 

For  who  is  he  ? — 'Tis  Nithifdale ! 

And  tliatfair  form  with  arm  reciin'd  225 

On  his  ?— '  Ti^  Ellen  of  the  vale, 

'Tis  fhe  (O  powers  of  vengeance  !)  kind. 

Should  he  that  vengeance  fwift  purfue  ? 

No — that  would  all  his  hopes  deliroy  j 

Moray  would  vanifh  from  his  view,  '230 

And  rob  him  of  a  mifer's  joy. 

Unfeen  to  Moray's  halls  he  hies — 

He  calls  his  flaves,  his  ruffian  band, 

**  And  halte,  to  yonder  groves,"  he  cries, 

**  And  ambufliMlieby  Carron's  ftrand.  235 

**  What  time  ye  mark  from  bower  or  glen 
*'  A  gentle  lady  take  her  way, 
"  To  didance  due,  and  far  from  ken, 
'*  Allow  her  length  of  time  to  ftray, 

'*  Then  ranfack  ftraight  that  range  of  groves. —     240 
*'  With  hunter's  fpear  and  vtftof  green  j 
**  If  chance  a  r.ofy  firipling  roves, — 
"  Ye  well  can  aim  your  arrows  keen." 

And  now  the  ruffian  flaves  are  nigh. 

And  Ellen  takes  her  homevv^ard  way  ;  24.5 

Though  Itay'd  by  many  a  tender  figh. 

She  can  no  longer,  longer  flay. 

Penfive,  againft  yon  poplar  pale 

The  lover  leans  his  gentle  heart;;  * 

Revolving  many  a  tender  tale,  ijo 

And  wond'ring  ftill  how  they  could  part. 
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Three  arrows  pierc'd  the  defert  air. 
Ere  yet  his  tender  dreams  depart; 
And  one  struck  deep  his  forehead  tair. 
And  one  went  through  his  gentle  heart. 

Love's  waking  dream  is  loft  in  Deep — •  jcr 

He  lies  beneath  yon  poplar  pale! 

Ah  I    could  we  marvel  ye  fhould  weepj 

Ye  maidens  fair  of  Marlivale  ? 

X. 
When  all  the  mountain  gales  were  ftilJ, 
And  the  wave  llept  againft  the  fhore,  26m 

And  the  fun  iunk  beneath  the  hill, 
Left  his  laft  fmile  on  Lammermore. 

Sweet  Ellen  takes  her  wonted  way 

Along  the  fairy- featured  vale  : 

Bright  o'er  his  wave  does  Carron  play,  165 

And  foon  flie'llmeet  her  Nithifdale. 

She'll  meet  him  foon — for  at  her  fight, 

Swift  as  the  mountain  deer  he  fped  ; 

The  evening  Hiades  will  link  in  night, 

"Where  art  thou,  loitering  lover,  tied?  279 

O  !    fhe  will  chide  thy  trifling  ftay, 
E'en  now  the  foft  reproach  ihe  frames  : 
**  Can  lovers  brook  inch  long  dtlay  ? 
*'  Lovers  that  boaft  of  ardent  flames  T* 

He  comes  not — weaiy  with  the  chacc,  175 

Soft  flumber  o'er  his  eyelids  throws 
Her  veil — we'll  Ileal  one  dear  embrace. 
We'll  gently  ileal  on  his  repoie. 

This  is  the  bovver — we'll  Ibftly  tread- 
He  fleeps  beneath  yon  poplar  pale—  2X9 
Lover,   if  e'er  thy  heart  has  bled. 
Thy  heart  will  far  forego  my  tale ! 

XL 
Ellen  is  not  In  princely  bower, 
She's  not  in  Moray's  fplendid  train  j 
K 
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Their  mlllrefs  dear,   at  midnight  hour,  ,      2S5  ' 

Her  weeping  maidens  leek  in  vain. 

Her  pillow  fwells  not  deep  with  downj 

For  her  no  bahns  their  fweets  exhale  : 

Her  limbs  are  on  the  pale  turf  thrown, 

Prefs'd  by  her  lovely  cheek  as  pale  :  290 

On  that  fair  cheek,  that  flowing  hair. 
The  brown  its  yellov/ leaf  hath  fhed, 
And  the  chill  mountain's  early  air 
Blows  wildly  o'er  her  beauteous  head. 

As  the  foft  ftar  of  orient  day,  ajj? 

When  clouds  involve  his  rofy  light, 
Darts  through  the  gloom  a  tranlient  lay, 
And  leave? the  world  once  more  tonighi  j 

Returning  life  illumes  her  eye. 

And  flow  its  languid  orb  unfolds —  3f;o 

What  are  thofe  bloody  arrows  nigh  ? 

Sure,  bloody  arrows  fhe  beholds  ! 

What  was  that  form  fo  ghaftly  pale, 

That  low  beneath  the  poplar  lay  ? — 

'Twas  fome  poor  youth — *'  Ah  Nithifdale  1"  305 

She  laid,  and  filent  funk  away. 

Xll. 
The  morn  is  on  the  mountains  fpread. 
The  wood-lark  trilis  his  liquid  Ilrain — 
Can  morn's  fweet  mufic  roufe  the  dead  ? 
Give  the  fct  eye  its  foul  again  ?  310 

A  fhepherd  of  that  gentler  mind 
Which  Nature  not  profufely  yields. 
Seeks  in  thefe  lonely  lliades  to  find 
Some  wanderej-  from  his  little  fields. 

Aghaft  he  (lands — and  fimple^fear  315 

O'er  all  his  paly  vii'age  glides —  ' 

**  Ah  me  !  what  means  this  mifery  here  ? 

*'  What  fate  this  lady  fair  betides!" 
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He  bttars  her  to  his  hieiuUy  iiome, 
When  life,  he  finds,  has  but  rctii  'd  j —  310 

With  hafte  he  iVames  the  lover's  tomb. 
For  his  is  quite,  is  quite  expir'd  ! 

XIII. 
*'  O  hide  me  in  thy  humble  bower," 
Returning  late  to  life,  fhe  faid; 

**  ril  bind  thv  crook  with  many  a  flower  j  325 

.^*  With  many  a  rofy  wreath  thy  head. 

**  Good  fhepherd,  hafte  to  yonder  grove, 

**  And,  if  my  love  afleep  is  laid, 

**  Oh !  wake  him  not  j  but  foftly  move 

"  Some  pillow  to  that  gentle  head.  330 

*'  Sure,  thou  wilt  know  him,  gentle  fwain, 
'*  Thou  know'll  the  fun  rife  o\r  the  fea— • 
"  But  oh  I  no  lamb  in  ali  thy  train 
"  Was  e'er  lb  mild,  lb  mild  as  he." 

*'  His  head  is  on  the  wood-mofs  laid  5  335 

**  I  did  not  wake  his  (lumber  deep — 

**  Sweet  fmgs  the  redbreall  oVr  the  fhade— 

*'  Why,  gentle  lady,  would  you  weep  ?" 

As  flowers  that  fade  in  burning  day, 

At  evening  find  the  dew-drop  dear,  34.0 

But  fiercer  feel  the  noon-title  ray. 

When  foften'd  by  the  nigthly  tear } 

Returning  in  the  flowing  tear. 

This  lovely  flower,  more  fweet  than  they, 

Found  htr  fair  foul,  and  wand'ring  near,  34-5 

The  ftranger,  Reafon,  crols'd  her  way. 

Found  her  fair  foul — Ah !  fo  to  find 

Was  but  more  dreadful  erief  to  know ! 

Ah  !  lure,  the  privilege  of  mind 

Cannot  be  worth  the  wifli  of  woe !  35® 

XIV. 
On  Melancholy's  filent  urn 
A  ibfter  ihade  of  iorrow  tails, 

K* 
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But  Ellen  can  no  more  return, 
No  more  return  to  Moray's  halls. 

Beneath  the  low  and  lonely  fliade,  55 

The  {lovv-con(uming  hour  flie'll  weep. 
Till  Nature  fceks  her  laft-lef t  aid, 
In  the  fad,  Ibmbrous  arms  of  deep. 

*'  Thefe  jewels,  all  unmeet  for  me, 

*'  Shalt  thou,"  Ihe  laid,  '«  good  fhepherd,  take  j      36* 

*'  Thefe  gems  will  purchaie  gold  for  thee, 

*'  And  thefe  be  thine  for  Ellen's  fake. 

**  So  fail  thou  not,  at  eve  or  morn, 
*'  The  Rofemary's  pale  bough  to  bring—- 
"  Thou  know'ft  where  I  was  found  forlorn —  365 

*'  Where  thou  hall  heard  the  redbreaft  fing. 

"  Heedful  I'll  tend  thy  flocks  the  while, 

**  Or  aid  thy  fliepherdefs's  care, 

*'  For  I  will  lliare  her  humble  toil, 

'*  And  I  her  friendly  roof  will  fhare."  37^ 

XV. 
And  now  two  longfome  years  are  pall 
In  luxury  of  lonely  pain — 
The  lovely  mourner,  found  at  laft. 
To  Moray's  halls  is  borne  again. 

Yet  has  flie  left  one  obje6l  dear,  j^c 

That  wears  love's  funny  eve  of  joy- 
Is  Nithildale  reviving  here  ? 
Or  is  it  but  a  Ihcpherd's  boy  ? 

By  Carron's  fide,  a  fhepherd's  boy, 

He  binds  his  vale-flowers  with  the  reed  :  3 So 

He  wc^ars  Love's  funny  eye  of  jov, 

And  birth  he  little  feeras  to  heed. 

XVI. 
But  ah  !  no  more  his  Infant  fleep 
Clofes  beneath  a  mother's  fmile. 

Who,  only  when  it  clos'd,  would  weep,  385 

And  yield  to  tender  woe  the  while. 
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No  more,  with  fond  attention  dear. 
She  leeks  th'  unlpoken  wifh  to  find  j  ^ 

No  more  (hall  fhe,  with  plealiire's  tear. 
See  the  Ibul  waxing  into  mind.  390 

XVII. 
Does  nature  bear  a  tyrant's  bread  ! 
Is  ftie  the  friend  of  ftern  control  ? 
Wears  /he  the  defpot's  purple  veft  ? 
Or  fetters  Ihe  the  fi-ee-born  loul  ? 

Where,  worft  of  tyrants,  ><s"Ttiy  claim  395 

In  chains  thy  children's  breails  to  bind  ? 
Gav'll  thou  the  promethean  flame  ? 
The  Incommunicable  mind  ? 

Thy  offspring  are  great  nature's, — free, 
-  And  of  her  fair  dominion  heirs  ;  400 

Each  privilege  (he  gives  to  thee  j 
Know,  that  each  privilege  is  their's. 

They  have  thy  feature,  wear  thine  eye, 

Perhaps  fome  feelings  of  thy  heart  j 

And  wilt  thou  their  lov'd  hearts  deny  4.05 

To  afl  their  fair,  their  proper  part  ? 

XVIII. 
The  Lord  of  Lothian's  fertile  vale. 
Ill-fated  Eilen,  claims  thy  hand  ; 
Thou  know'ft  not  that  thy  Nilhlfdale 
Was  low  laid  by  his  ruffian-band.  41© 

And  Moray,  with  unfather'd  eyes, 
Fix'd  on  fair  Lothian's  fertile  dale. 
Attends  his  human  facrifice, 
Without  the  Grecian  painter's  veil. 

O  married  love  I    thy  bard  fhall  own,  "    4-15 

Where  tv^o  congenial  Ibuls  unite, 

Thy  golden  chain  inlaid  with  down, 

Thy  lamp  with  heaven's  own  fplendour  bright. 

But  if  no  radia.it  ftaroflove, 

O  Hymen  !  fmUe  on  ihy  fair  rite,  410 

.K3 
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Thy  chain  a  wretched  weight  fl^all  prove, 
Thv  lamp  a  lad  repuklii-allight. 

XIX. 
And  now  has  Time's  flow  wandering-  wing 
Borne  many  a  year  immark'd  with  Ipeed — 
Wh.^re  is  the  boy  by  Carron"'s  Ipring,  425 

Who  bound  his  vale-flowers  with  the  reed  ? 

Ah  me  !  thofe  flowers  he  binds  lio  more  j 

No  early  charm  returns  again  5 

The  parent  nature  keeps  in  ftore 

Her  befl.  joys  for  her  little  train.  43* 

No  longer  heed  the  lun-beam  bright 
That  plays  on  Carron's  breaft  he  can, 
Reaibn  has  lent  her  quivering  light,. 
And  fliewn  the  checquer'd  field  of  man, 

XX. 
As  the  firft  human  heir  of  earth  435 

With  penfive  eye  himielf  lurvey'ci, 
And,  all  unconfcious  of  his  birth. 
Sat  thoughtful  oft  in  Eden's  fliade. 

In  penfive  thought  fo  Owen  ftray'd 

Wild  Carron's  lonely  woods  among,  44* 

And  once,  within   their  greened:  glade. 

He  fondly  fram'd  this  fimple  long. 

XXI. 
Why  is  this  crook  adornM  with  gold  ? 
Why  am  I  tales  of  ladies  told  ? 

V/hy  does  no  labour  me  employ,  445 

If  I  am  but  a  ftiepherd's  boy  ? 

A  filken  vefl:  like  mine  fo  green 

In  (hepherd's  hut  I  have  not  fcen— • 

Why  fliould  I  in  fuch  veflure  joy 

If  I  am  but  a  flicpherd's  boy  ?  45* 

I  know  it  is  no  fliepherd's  art 
His  written  meaning  to  impart— 
They  teach  me,  fure,  an  idle  toy. 
If  I  am  but  a  fhephei-d's  boy. 
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This  bracelet  bright  that  binds  my  arm —  455 

It  could  not  come  from  fhepherd's  farm  3 
It  only  would  that  arm  annoy. 
If  I  were  but  a  fhepherd's  boy. 

And,  O  thou  fdent  pi61:ure  fair. 

That  lov'ft  to  fmile  upon  me  there,  360 

O  fay,  and  fill  my  heart  with  joy, 

That  I  am  not  a  (hepherd's  boy. 

XXII. 
Ah  lovely  youth  !  thy  tender  lay 
May  not  thy  gentle  life  prolonpj  ; 
See'il  thou  yon  nightingale  a  prey  ?  465 

The  fierce  hawk  hovering  oVr  his  fong  ? 

His  little  heart  is  large  with  love  : 

He  fweetly  hails  his  evening  ftar, 

And  Fate's  more  pointed  arrows  m.ove, 

Infidious,  from  his  eye  afar.  47« 

xxiir. 

The  (hepherdefs,  whole  kindly  care 
Kad  watch'd  o'er  Owen's  infant  breath, 
Muft  now  their  fdent  raanfions  iharc, 
Whom  Time  leads  calmly  down  to  death. 

*'  O  tell  me  parent,  if  thou  art,  475 

*'  What  is  this  lovely  picture  dear  ? 

**  Why  wounds  its  mournful  eye  my  heart, 

*'  Why  flows  from  mine  th'  unbidden  ttar? 

*'  Ah  !  youth  !   to  leave  thee  loth  am  I, 

**  Though  I  be  not  thy  parent  dear;  48* 

*'  And  would'ft  thou  wlib,  or  ere  I  die, 

"  The  ftory  of  thy  birth  to  hear  ? 

"  But  it  will  make  thee  much  bewail, 

**  And  it  will  make  thy  fair  eye  fwell — " 

She  faid,  and  told  the  woefcme  talc,  4^5 

As  footli  as  fliepherdefs  might  tell. 

XXIV. 
The  heart,  that  forrow  doom'd  to  fliare, 
Kas  worn  the  frequent  ieal  ui  woe, 
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Its  fad  ImprelTions  learns  to  bear, 
And  finds,  full  oft,  its  ruin  flow.  490 

But  when  that  feal  is  firft  impreft, 
When  the  young  heart  its  pain  fnall  try. 
From  the  foft,  yielding,  trembling  breaft, 
Oft  ieems  the  ilartled  foul  to  fly. 

Yet  fled  not  Owen's — wild  amaze  49  5 

In  palenefs  cloath'd,    and  lifted  hands. 
And  Horror's  dread  unmeaning  gaze, 
Mark  the  poor  itatue  as  it  Hands. 

The  fimple  guardian  of  his  life 

Look'd  willful  for  the  tear  to  glide  ;  500 

But,  when  Ihe  faw  his  tearlels  ftrife. 

Silent,  flie  lent  him  one — and  died. 

XXV. 
*'  No,  I  am  not  a  ftiepherd's  boy," 
Awaking  from  his  dream,   he  faid, 
*'  Ah  wherein  now  the  promis'd  joy  505 

"  Of  this  ? — for  ever,  ever  fled  1 

"  O  picture  dear! — for  her  lovVl  fake 

"  How  fondly  could  my  heart  bewail  ! 

"  My  friendly  fhepherdefs,  O  wake, 

«  And  tell  me  more  of  this  fad  tale.  5 1  o 

*'  O  tell  me  more  of  this  Hid  tale — 
**  No  i  thou  eiijoy  thy  gentle  ileep  ! 
*'  And  I  will  go  to  Lothian's  vale, 
*'  And  more  than  all  her  waters  weep," 

XXVI. 
Owen  to  Lothian's  vale  is  fled —  5  2  '. 

Earl  Barnard's  lofty  towers  appear — 
**  O  !  art  thou  there  ?"  the  full  heart  faid, 
**  O I  art  thou  there,  my  parent  dear  ?" 

Yes  fhe  is  there  :  from  idle  flate 

Oft  has  (he  ftole  her  hour  to  weep  ;  5^® 

Think  hov/  fhe  *'  by  thy  cradle  fate. 

And  how  flie  "  fondly  faw  thee  fleep  *." 

*  see  the  ancient  Scottilh  Ballad,  called  pill    MorrVce 
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Now  tries  his  trembling  hand  to  frame 

P'uli  many  a  tender  line  of  love  j 

And  Hill  he  blots  the  parent's  name,  5*  j 

For  that,  he  fears,  might  fatal  prove. 

XXVII. 
O'er  a  fair  fountain's  fmiling  fide 
Reclin'd  a  dim  tower,  clad  with  mofs, 
Where  every  bird  was  wont  to  hide. 
That  languifli'd  for  its  partner's  lofs.  530 

This  fcene  he  chofe,  this  fccne  aflign'd 
A  parent's  firil  embrace  to  wait. 
And  many  a  foft  fear  fiU'd  his  mind, 
Anxious  for  his  fond  letter's  fate. 

The  hand  that  bore  thofe  lines  of  love,  53S 

The  well-informing  bracelet  bore — 
Ah  !  may  they  not  unprofperous  prove  I 
Ah  1  fafely  pais  yon  dangerous  door  ! 

XXVIII. 
**  She  comes  not ; — can  fhe  then  delay 
Cried  the  fair  youth,  and  dropt  a  tear —  54® 

*•  Whatever  filial  love  could  fay, 
"  To  her  I  laid,  and  call'd  her  dear. 

*'  She  comes — Oh  !  No — encircled  round 

**  Tis  fome  rude  chief  with  many  a  fpear. 

**  My  haplefs  tale  that  earl  has  foinid —  545 

**  Ah  !  me  !  my  heart ! — for  her  I  fear.'* 

His  tender  tale  that  earl  had  read 

Or  ere  itreach'd  his  lady's  eye. 

His  dark  brow  weais  a  cloud  of  red. 

In  rage  he  deems  a  rival  night.  550 

XXIX. 
'Tis  o'er — thofe  locks  that  v/av'd  in  gold. 
That  wav'd  adown  thofe  cheeks  fo  fair, 
Wreath'd  in  the  gloomy  tyrant's  hold. 
Hang  from  the  lever'd  head  in  air  : 

That  rtreaming  head  he  joys  to  bear  555 

la  horrid  guife  to  Lothian's  halls  j 
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Bids  his  grim  rufiians  place  it  there, 
'£re6l  upon  the  frowning  walls. 

The  fatal  toktns  forth  he  drew — 

**  Know'it  Lhou  thefe — Ellen  of  the  Vale  ?"  560 

The  pi6liir\i  bracelet  ioon  fhe  knew. 

And  loon  her  lovely  cheek  grew  pale.— 

The  trembling  vi6lim,  ftraight  he  led. 

Ere  yet  her  fouTs  firft  fear  was  o'er  : 

He  pointed  to  the  ghaltly  head — 

She  faw — and  funk  to  riie  no  more.  566 
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EPISTLES. 

THE  ENLARGEMENT  OF  THE  MIND, 

EPISTLE  I, 

TO  GENERAL    CRAUFURD. 
JVritten  at  Beli'ldcre,   1 7  6  3 . 

"^X  y^PIERE  Is  the  man,  who,  prodigal  of  mind, 
V  V     In  one  wild  wifti  embraces  human  kind  ? 
All  pride  of  it;6l.s,  all  party  zeal  above, 
Whofe  prielHs  Reafon,  and  whole  God  is  Love  ; 

Fair  Nature's  friend,  a  foe  to  fraud  and  art 5 

Where  is  the  man,  lb  welcome  to  my  heart  .-■ 

I'he  fightlefs  herd  fequacious,  who  purfue 
Dull  Folly's  path,  and  do  as  others  do. 
Who  look  with  purblind  prejudice  and  fcorn, 
On  different  fe6ls,  in  different  nations  born,  10 

Let  us,  my  Craufurd,  with  compaflion  view. 
Pity  their  pride,  but  fliun  their  error  too. 

From  Belvidere's  fair  groves,  and  mountains  green. 
Which  nature  rais'd,  rejoicing  to  be  keay 
Let  us,  while  raptur'd  on  her  works  we  gaze,  i  5 

And  the  heart  riots  on  luxurious  praiie, 
Th'  expanded  t'hought,  the  bound lefs  wiHi  retain, 
And  let  not  Nature  moralize  in  vain. 

O  facred  guide  !  prcce-ptrefs  more  fublime 
Than  fages  boainngo'er  the  wrecks  of  time  !  20 

See  on  each  page  her  beauteous  volume  bear 
The  golden  charaflers  of  good  and  fair. 
All  human  knowledge  (bluHi  collegiate  pride!) 
Flows  from  her  v/orks,  to  none  that  reads  denied. 

Shall  the  dull  inmate  of  pedantic  walls,  25 

On  whofe  old  walk  the  funbeam  feldom  falls, 
Who  knows  of  nature,  and  of  man  no  more 

Than  fills  fome  page  of  antiquated  lore 

Shall  he,  in  words  and  terms  profoundly  wile, 
The  better  knowledge  of  the  world  defpile  j  © 

Think  wiidom  centcr'd  in  a  t'alle  degree. 
And  fcorn  the  fcholar  of  Humaniiy? 
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Something  of  men  thefe  faplent  drones  may  knoYT, 
Of  men  that  liy'd  two  thouiand  years  ago. 
Such  human  monllers  if  the  world  e'er  knew,  35 

As  ancient  verfe,  and  ancient  llory  diew  ! 

If  to  one  obj(^61,  fyftem,  fcene  coniia'd. 
The  fure  efFecl  is  narrownels  of  mind. 

'Twas  thus  St.  Robert,  in  his  lonely  wood, 
Forfook  each  ibcial  duty — to  be  good.  49 

Thus  Kobbes  on  one  dear  lyftem  lix'd  his  eyes. 
And  provM  his  nature  wretched — to  be  wife. 
Each  zealot  thus,  elate  with  ghoftly  pride. 
Adores  his  God,  and  hates  the  world  befide.        [ball. 

Though  form'd  with  powers  to  gralp  this  various 
Gods  !   to  what  meannefs  may  the  Ipirit  fall  ?  46 

Powers  that  ihould  fpread  in  I'eafon's  orient  ray. 
How  are  they  darkened,  and  debarred  the  day  1 
When  late,  where  I  ajo  rolls  his  ancient  tide, 
Reflefting  clear  the  mountain's  purple  fide,  5* 

Thy  genius,  Craufurd,  Britain's  legions  led. 
And  Fear's  chill  cloud  forfook  each  brightning  head, 
By  nature  brave,  and  generous  as  thou  art, 
.Say  did  not  human  follies  vex  thy  heart  ? 
Glow'd  not  thy  bread  indignant,  when  you  faw         1^^ 
The  dome  of  murder  confecrate  by  law  ? 
Where  fiends,  commiffion'd  with  the  legal  rod. 
In  pure  devotion,  burn  the  works  of  God. 

O  change  me,  powers  of  nature,  if  you  can. 
Transform  m.e,  make  me  any  thing  but  man.  (• 

Yet  why  ?  This  heart  all  human  kinds  forgive, 
While  Gillman  loves  me,  and  while  Craufurd  lives. 
Is  nature,  all-benevolent,  to  blame, 
That  half  her  offspring  are  their  mother's  (hame  ? 
Did  (he  ordain  o'er  this  fair  fcene  of  things  65 

The  cruelty  of  prieds,  or  pride  of  kings  ? 
Though  worlds  lie  murder'd  for  their  wealth  or  fame. 
Is  nature,   all-benevolent,  to  blame  ? 

*'  Yet  furely  once,  my  friend,  Ihe  feem'd  to  err  j 
*'  For  VV — ch — t  was" — He  was  not  made  by  her.  7» 
Sure,  form'd  of  clay  that  Nature  held  in  fcorn, 
By  fiends  cojiilu*5lcd,  and  in  darkncfii  b©rn. 
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Rofe  the  low  wretch,  who,  defplcably  vile, 

Would  fell  his  country  for  a  courtier's  Imile  j 

Would  give  up  all  to  truth  and  freedom  dear,  je 

To  dine  with  ****  or  fome  idiot  peer. 

Whole  mean  malevolence,  in  dark  diigulle, 

The  man  that  never  injurVl  him  belies. 

Whole  anions  bad  and  good  two  motives  guide, 

The  ferpent^s  malice,  and  the  coxcomb's  pride.         ?o 

*'  Is  there  a  wretch  lb  mean,  io  bale,  fo  low  ?" 

I  know  there  is — alk  W — ch — t  if  he  know. 

O  that  the  world  were  emptied  of  its  flaves  !| 
That  all  the  fools  were  gone,  and  all  the  knaves  f 
Then  might  we,  Craufurd,  with  delight  embrace     8  j 
In  boundlefs  love,  the  rell  of  human  race. 
But  let  not  knaves  mifanthropy  create. 
Nor  feed  the  gall  of  univerfal  hate. 
Wherever  genius,  truth,  and  virtue  dwell, 
Polifli'd  in  courts,  or  fimple  in  a  cell,  50 

All  views  of  country,  feCls,  and  creeds  apart, 
Thefe,  thefe  I  love,  and  hokl  them  to  my  heart. 

Vain  of  our  beauteous  ifle,  and  jullly  vain. 
For  freedom  here,  and  health,  and  plenty  reign, 
We  different  lots  contemptuouily  compare,  95 

And  boad,  like  children,  of  a  fav'ritc's  fhare. 

Yet  though  each  vale  a  deeper  verdure  yields 
Than  Arno's  banks,  or  Andalulja's  fields, 
Though  many  a  tree-crown'd  moutain  teems  with  ore, 
Thoiigh  flecks  innumerous  whiten  every  fliore,       io» 
Why  fhould  we,  thus  with  nature's  wealth  elate. 
Behold  lier  tlifferent  families  with  hate  ? 
Look  on  her  works — on  every  page  you'll  find 
Infcrib'd  the  doctrine  of  the  Ibcial  mind. 

See  countlefs  worlds  of  infe6l  being  fliare  105 

Th'  unenvltd  regions  of  the  liberal  air  ! 
In  the  fame  grove  what  mufic  void  of  ftrife  ! 
Heirs  of  one  rtream  what  tribes  of  Icaly  life  ! 
See  earth,  and  air,  and  fire,  and  flood  combine. 
Of  general  good  to  aid  the  great  defign  !  1 10 

Where  Ancon  drags  o'er  Lincoln's  lurid  plain. 
Like  a  flow  Ihake,  his  dirty-  winding  train, 
L 
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Where  fogs  eternal  blot  the  face  of  day. 

And  the  loil  bittern  moans  his  gloomy  wayj 

As  well  we  might,  for  unpropitious  llties,  j  ,  e 

The  bhmelefs  native  with  his  clime  difplfe. 

As  him  who  ftiil  the  poorer  lot  partakes 

Of  Bii'cay's  mountains,  or  Batavia's  lakes. 

Yet  look  once  fciore  on  Nature's  various  plan! 
Behold,  and  love  her  nobleil  creature  man!  j^  j 

She,  never  partial,  on  each  various  zone, 
Eeft ow'd  fome  portion,  to  the  reft  unknown. 
By  mutual  intereil  meaning  thence  to  bind 
In  one  V aft  chain  the  com»nerce  of  mankind. 

Behold,  ye  vain  difturbers  of  an  hour  !  j^r 

Ye  dupes  of  faftion  !  and  ye  tools  of  power  j 
Poor  rioters  on  life's  contracted  ftage! 
Behold,  and  lofe  your  littlenefs  of  rage! 
Throw  envy,  folly,  prejudice,  bthind  ! 
And  yield  to  Truth  the  empire  of  the  mind.  13© 

Immortal  Truth  !   O  from  thy  radiant  Ihrine, 
Where  light  created  firft  eflay'd  to  fiiine ; 
Where  cluft'iing  ftars  eternal  beam.s  dilplay. 
And  gems  ethereal  drink  the  golden  day  j 
To  chafe  this  moral,  clear   this  ienfual  night,  i?c 

O  flied  one  ray  of  thy  celeftial  light ! 
Teach  us,  while  wandering  through  the  vale  below. 
We  know  but  little,  that  we  little  know. 
One  beam  tomcle-ey'd  Prejudice  convey, 
Let  pride  perceive  one  mortifying  ray  j  1^0 

Thy  glafs  to  fools,  to  infidels  apply, 
And  all  the  dimnefs  of  the  mental  eye. 

Plac'd  on  tliis  fliore  of  time's  far-ftretchlng  bourn. 
With  leave  to  look  on  nature  and  return  5 
While  wave  on  wave  impels  the  human   tide,  14.5 

And  ages  fink,  forgotten  as  they  glide  ; 
Can  life's  ftiort  duties  better  be  ditcharg'd. 
Than  when  we  leave  it  with  a  mind  eniarg'd  ? 

Jutig'd  not  the  old  philofopher  aiight. 
When  thus  he  preaclj'd,  his  pupils  in  his  fight  ?       i^ti 
It  matters  not,  my  friends,  how  low  or  high. 
Your  little  walk  of  tranfient  life  may  lie  j 
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Soon  will  the  reign  of  hope  and  fear  be  o'er, 

And  warring  palTions  militate  no  more  : 

And  truft  me,  he  who,  having  once  furvey'd  55 

The  good  and  fair  which  nature's  witdom  made, 

The  fooneft  to  his  former  (late  retires. 

And  feels  the  peace  of  fati..ntd  defires, 

(Let  others  deem  more  wifely  if  they  can) 

I  look  on  him  to  be  the  happiill  man.  160 

So  thought  the  lacred  i'v.gt,  In  whom  I  truft, 
Becaufe  1  feel  his  fentiments  arejuit. 
'Twas  not  In  lullrums  of  long  counted  years 
That  fweil'd  th'  alternate  reign  of  hopes  and  fears  ; 
Not  in  the  fplendid  fcenes  of  pain  and  Itrife,  165 

Tliat  wifdom  plac'd  the  dignity  of  life  j 
To  ftudy  Nature  was  the  talk  defign'd, 
And  learn  from  her  th'  enlargement  of  tlie  mind. 
Learn  from  her  works  whatever  truth  admires, 
And  deep  in  death  with  fatisfied  defires.  17* 
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LIGHT  heard  his  voice,  and,  eager  to  obey. 
From  all  her  orient  fountains  burft  away. 

At  Nature's  birth,  O  !  had  the  power  divine 
Commanded  thus  the  moral  fun  to  fliine, 
BcaraM  on  the  mind  all  reafon's  influence  bright,        5 
And  the  full  day  of  intclleftual  light. 
Then  the  i'n^e  foul,  on  truth's  ftrong  pinion  borne. 
Had  never  languifii'd  in  this  fliade  torlorn. 

Yet  thus  impL-rfe^'^1  fonn'd,  thus  blind  and  vain, 
Doom'd  by  long  toil  a  glimpfe  of  truth  to  gain  j        1  ^ 
Beyond  irs  iphere  fhall  human  wildom  go, 
And  bohiiy  ccnfure  what  it  cannot  know? 
'Tis  our's  to  cherifhWhat  htav'n  deign'd  to  give. 
And  thankful  for  the  gift  of  being  live. 

Progrellivc  powcri^,  and  faculties  that  rile,  i  5 

From  earth's  low  vale,  to  grafp  the  goldtn  Ikies, 
Lz 
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Though  diftant  far  from  perfe6l,  good,  or  fair. 
Claim  the  due  thought  and  aik  the  greatful  care. 

Come,  then,  thou  partner  of  my  life  and  name. 
From  one  dear  fource,  whom  Nature  forra'd  the  fame,  im 
Ally'd  more  nearly  in  each  nobler  part. 
And  more  the  friend,  than  brother,  of  my  heart ! 
Let  us,  unlike  the  lucid  twins  that  rife 
At  different  times,  and  fnine  in  diilant  Ikies, 
With  mutual  eye  this  mental  world  furvey,  25 

Mark  the  flow  rife  of  intelleftual  day. 
View  reafon's  fource,  if  man  the  fource  may  find. 
And  trace  each  fcience  that  exalts  the  mind. 

**  Thou  felf-appointed  lord  of  all  below  ! 
**  Ambitious  man,  how  little  doft  thou  know  ?         3» 
'*  For  once  let  Fancy's  towering  thoughts  fubfide  9 
*'  Look  on  thy  birth,  and  mortify  thy  pride  1 
•*  A  plaintive  wretch,  fo  blind,  io  helplefs  born, 
*'  The  brute  fagacious  might  behold  with  fcorn. 
**  How  foon,  when  nature  gives  him  to  the  day,       35 
*'  In  llrcngth exulting,  does  he  bound  away! 
**  By  inlHnft  led,  the  foftering  teat  he  finds, 
*'  Sports  in  the  ray,  and  fhuns  the  fearching  winds. 
*'  No  grief  he  knows,  he  feels  no  groundlefs  fear,' 
*'  Feeds  without  cries,  and  fleeps  without  a  tear.       4XJ 
*'  Did  he  but  know  to  realbn  and  compare, 
"  See  here  the  vaffal,  and  the  mafter  there, 
"  What  ftrange  reficvSlions  mufl  die  icene  afford, 
**  That  fliewVt  the  wcaknefs  of  his  puling  lord  l" 

Thus  fophiftry  unfolds  her  fpecious  plan,  45 

Form'd  not  to  humble,  but  depreciate  man. 
Unjuft  the  cenfure,  if  injull  to  rate 
His  pow'rs  and  merits  from  his  infant  flate. 
For,  grant  the  children  of  the  fiow'ry  vale 
By  inllin6l  wifer,  and  of  limbs  more  hale,  50- 

With  equal  eye  their  perfect  Hate  explore. 
And  all  the  vain  comparifon's  no  more. 

*'  But  why  fliould  life,  io  fliort  by  heav'n  ordain'd 
*'  Be  long  to  thougiitlefs  infarcy  reftrain'd — 
"  To  thoughtlefs  infancy,  or  vainly  fage,  55 

"  Mourn  through  the  languors  of- declining  age  ?"' 
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O  blind  to  truth  !  to  nature's  wife' cm  blind  ! 
And  al'  that  fhe  direfls,  or  heav'n  defign\! ! 
Behold  her  works  in  cities,  plains,  and  groves. 
All  life  that  vegetates,  and  life  that  moves  1  60 

In  due  proportion,  as  each  being  flays 
In  perfeft  liff,  it  rifes  and  decays. 

Is  man  long  helplefs  ?  Through  each  tender  hour. 
See  love  parental  watch  the  blooming  flow'r ! 
By  opening  charms,  by  beauties  frefh  difplay'd,       0$ 
And  fweets  unfolding  iee  that  love  repaid  ! 

Has  age  its  pains  ?  For  luxury  it  may — 
The  temp'rate  wear  infenfibly  away. 
While  fage  experience,  and  refle<Stion  clef;r 
Beam  a  gay  funlhine  on  life's  fading  year.  70 

But  fee  from  age,  from  infant  weaknefs  fee, 
That  man  was  dc)tin'd  for  fociety  j 
There  from  thcfe  ills  a  lafe  retreat  behold, 
Which  young  might  vanquifn,  cr  aflii(5l  hira  old. 

**  That,  in  proportion  as  each  being  ftays  75 

**  In  perfe6l  life,  it  rifes  and  decays 

**  Is  Nature's  law — to  forms  alone  coniin'd, 

''  The  laws  of  matter  a£l  not  on  the  mind. 

**  Too  feebly,  fvne.  Its  faculties  mud  grow, 

**  And  reafon  brings  her  borrow'd  light  too  flow."   S« 

O  !  flill  cenlbrious  ?  art  thou  then  pofTefsM 
Of  Reafbn's  power,  and  does  fhe  rule  thy  breaft  ? 
Say  what  the  ufe — had  providence  alTign'd 
To  infant  years  maturity  of  mind  ? 
That  thy  pert  offspring,  as  their  father  wife,  1 5 

Might  fcorn  thy  percepts,  and  thy  pow'r  defpiie  ? 
Or  mourn,  with  ill-match'd  faculties  at  ftrife. 
O'er  limbs  unequal  to  the  tafl^  of  life  ? 
To  feel  more  ftnfibly  the  woes  that  wait 
On  every  period,  as  on  every  flate  ;  9» 

And  flight,  fad  convids  of"  the  painful  truth, 
The  happier  trifles  of  unthinking  youth  ? 

Conclude  we  then  the  progrefs  of  tiie  mind 
Ordain'd  by  wiidom  infinitely  kind  : 
No  innate  knowledge  on  the  foul  impreif,  95 

No  birthright  inflin6l  afling  on  the  breafl, 
L3 
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No  natal  light,  no  beams  fron)  heav'!iic!irpiay"'d. 
Dart  through  the  darknefs  oF  the  mental  fhade. 
Perceptive  powers  we  hold  from  heaven's  decree. 
Alike  to  knowledge  as  to  virtue  free,  lOO 

In  both  a  liberal  agency  we  bear. 
The  moral  here,  the  intelle6lual  there  ; 
And  hence  In  both  an  equal  joy  is  known, 
The  confclous  pleafure  of  an  acl  our  own. 
When  firft  the  trembling  eye  perceives  the  day,       105 
External  forms  on  young  Perception  play  j 
External  forms  afFe6l  the  mind  alone, 
Their  diff'rent  pow'rs  and  properties  unknown. 
See  the  pleasVl  infant  court  the  flaming  brand. 
Eager  to  grafp  the  glory  in  its  hand  !  no 

The  cryftal  wave  as  eager  to  pervade. 
Stretch  its  fond  arms  to  meet  the  fmiling  Hiade ! 
When  Memory''s  call  the  mimic  words  obey. 
And  wing  the  thought  that  faulters  on  its  way  j 
When  vvife  Experience  her  flow  verdict  draws,        115 
The  fure  effe6l  exploring  in  her  caufe, 
In  Nature's  rude,  but  not  unfruitful  wild, 
Refleft ion  fprings,  and  Reafon  is  her  child, 
On  her  fair  fl:ock  the  l)looming  fcyon  grows, 
And  brighter  through  revolving  feafons  blows.        lao 

All  beauteous  flow'r  !    immortal  flialt  thou  flilne. 
When  dim  with  age  yon  golden  orbs  decline  j 
Thy  orient  bloom,  unconicious  of  decay, 
Shall  fpread,  and  flourlHi  in  eternal  day. 

O!  with  what  art,  my  friend,  what  early  care,     125 
Should  wifdom  cultivate  a  plant  fo  fair! 
How  fliould  her  eye  the  ripening  mind  revlfe. 
And  blall  the  bucls  of  folly  as  they  rife  ? 
How  fliould  her  hand,  with    induft ry  reftraln, 
Tlie  thriving  growth  of  paflion's  fruitful  ti-ain,         1 30 
Afpiring  weeds,  whole  lofty  arms  would  tow'r 
With  fatal  fliade  o'erreafon's  tender  flower. 

From  low  purfuits  the  ductile  mind  to  fave, 
Creeds  that  contra6l,  and  vices  that  cnflave  ; 
O'er  life's  rough  leas  its  doubtful  courie  to  fleer,    135 
Unbroke  by  av'rice,   bigotry,  or  fear! 
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For  this  fair  Science  fpreads  her  light  afar! 
And  fills  the  bright  \irn  of  her  caftern  ftar. 
The  liberal  power  in  no  fequefter'd  cells. 
No  moonOiine-courts  of  dreaming  fchoolmen  dwells  ; 
Diftinguifh''d  far  her  lofty  teniple  ftands,  14.1 

Where  the  tall  mountain  looks  o'er  diftant  lands  j 
All  round  her  throne  the  graceful  arts  appear. 
That  boaft  the  empire  of  the  eye  or  car. 

See  favourM  firll,  and  neared  to  the  throne,         145 
By  the  rapt  mien  of  mr.fing  Silence  known, 
Fled  from  herfelf,  the  pow'r  of  numbers  plac'd, 
Her  wild  thoughts  watched  by  Harmony  and  Tafte. 

There  (but  at  diitance  never  meant  to  vie) 
The  fuU-form'd  image  glancing  on  her  eye,  150 

See  lively  painting !  on  her  various  face. 
(>uick-gliding  forms  a  moment  find  a  place  j 
She  looks,  fhe  a6ls  the  character  fhe  gives. 
And  a  new  feature  in  each  feature  lives. 

See  attic  eafe  in  Sculpture's  graceful  air,  155 

Half  loofe  her  robe,  and  half  unbound  her  hair  j 
To  life,  to  life,  fhe  fmiling  feems  to  call. 
And  down  her  fair  hands  negligently  fall. 

Laft,  but  not  meaneft,  of  the  glorious  choir, 
Sec  Mufic,  lift'ning  to  an  angePs  lyre.  i6e 

Simplicity,  their  beauteous  handmaid,  ihcH. 
Ey  Nature,  bears  a  field-flower  on  her  breaft. 
O  arts  divine !   O  magic  powers  that  move 
The  fprings  of  Truth,  enlarging  Truth,  and  Love  f 
Loft  in  their  charms  each  mean  attachment  ends,      165 
And  Tafte  and  Knowledge  thus  are  Virtue's  friends. 

Thus  Nature  deignsto  iympathize  with  Ai't, 
And  leads  the  moral  beauty  to  the  heart ; 
There,  only  there,  that  ftrong  attra6lion  lies, 
"Which  wakes  the  foul,  and  bids  her  graces  rife 5    17© 
Lives  in  thofe  powers  of  harmony  that  bind 
Congenial  hearts,  and  ftretch  from  mind  to  mind  ; 
Glow'd  in  that  warmth,  that  focial  kindnefs  gave. 
Which  once — the  reft  is  filence  and  the  grave. 
O  tears,  that  wai-m  from  wounded  friend iliip  flow  '.175 
O  thoughts  that  nukt  to  mot'.r.mcnti  of  wee  I 
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Refle6\ion  keen,  that  points  the  painful  dartj 

Mem'iy,  that  fpeeds  its  paiTage  to  the  heart} 

Sad  monitors,  your  crviel  power  fufpend. 

And  hide,  for  ever  hide,  the  buried  friend :  i8d 

— In  vain — confeft  I  fee  my  Craufurd  ftand. 

And  the  pen  fails — falls  from  my  tembling  hand. 

E'en  Death's  dim  fhadow  feeks  to  hide,  in  vain, 

That  lib'ral  afpeft,  and  that  fmile  humane  ; 

E'en  Death's  dim  fhadow  wears  a  languid  light,     1 85 

And  his  eye  beams  through  everlaftlng  night. 

Till  the  laft  figh  of  Genius  fliall  expire. 
His  keen  eye  faded,  and  extinft  his  fire, 
'Till  Time,  in  league  with  Envy  and  with  Death, 
Blaft  the  fkiU'd  hand,  and  ftop  the  tuneful  breath,  190 
My  Craufurd  ilill  (liail  claim  the  mournful  fong, 
So  long  reniember'd,  and  bewail'd  fo  long.  192 
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TO  LORD  GRANBY. 

IN  fplte  of  all  the  rufty  fools 
That  glean  old  nonienle  in  the  fchools  j 
Nature,  a  iniftrels,  never  coy, 
Has  wrote  on  all  her  works — enjoy. 
Shall  we  then  ftarve,  like  Gideon's  wife,  5 

And  die  to  lave  a  make- weight's  life  ? 
No,   friend  of  nature,   you  difdaln. 
So  fair  a  hand  fhould  work  in  vain. 

But,  good  my  lord,  make  her  your  guide. 
And  err  not  on  the  other  fide :  10 

Like  her,   in  all  you  deign  to  do. 
Be  liberal,  but  be  fparing  too. 

When  fly  Sir  Toby,  night  by  night. 
With  his  dear  bags  regales  his  light ; 
And  confcience,  reaibn,  pity,  fleep,  15 

Though  virtue  pine,  though  merit  weep  j 
I  fee  the  keen  reproaches  fly 
Indignant  from  your  honeft  eye : 
Each  bounteous  wifli  glows  unconfin'd. 
And  your  breafl:  labours  to  be  kind.  20 

At  this  warm  hour,   my  lord,  beware 
The  fervile  flatterer's  fpeclous  fnare, 
The  fawning  fycophant,  whofe  art 
Marks  the  kind  motions  of  the  heart  j 
Each  idle,  each  infidious  knave,  25 

That  vlS.s  the  graceful,  wife,  or  brave. 

With  feflive  beard,  and  Ibcial  eye, 
You've  feen  old  hofpitalityj 
Mounted  aftride  the  mofs  grown  wall. 
The  genius  of  the  ancient  hall.  30 

So  reverend,  with  fuch  courtly  glee. 
He  ierv'd  your  noble  anceftry  5 
And  turn'd  the  hinge  of  many  a  gate, 
ForRuflel,  Rous,  Plantagenet. 

No  lying  porter  levied  there  35 

His  dues  on  all  imported  ware  j  '^ 
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There  rang**cl  in  rows,  no  liveryM  train 
E'er  l>eggM  their  mailer's  beef  again  i 
No  flatterer's  planetary  face 

Tiicil  for  a  botrle,  or  a  place,  4d 

Toad-eating  France,  and  fildling  Rome, 
Kept  their  lean  rafcals  ilarv'd  at  home. 
*'  Thrice  happy  days  !" 

In  this,  'tis  true, 
Old  times  were  better  than  the  newj  ■  4S 

Yet  fome  egregicus  faults  you'll  fee 
In  ancient  hofpitality. 
See  motley  crowds,  his  roof  beneath, 
Put  poor  fociety  to  death  ! 

Prielts,  knights,  and  'Iquires,  debating  v/ild,          50 
On  themes  unworthy  of  a  child  ; 

Till  the  (trange  compliment  commences, 

To  praiie  their  boft  aad  loie  their  fenfes. 
Go  then,  my  lord  !  keep  open  hall  j 

Proclaim  your  table  free  for  all }  55 

Go,  facrifice  your  time,  your  wealth. 

Your  patience,  liberty,  and  l.ealth. 

To  fuch  a  thought-renouncing  crew. 

Such  foes  to  care — ev'n  care  for  you. 

*'  Heav'ns!    and  are  thefe  the  plagues  that  wait    6« 

*'  Around  the  hoipitable  gate — 

*'  Let  tenfold  iron  bolt  my  door, 

**  And  the  gaunt'maftiff growl  before; 

*'  There,  not  one  human  creature  nigh, 

"  Save,^  dear  Sir  Toby,  you  and  I,  65 

*'  In  cynic  filence  let  us  dwell ; 

**  Ye  plagues  of  fecial  lifefarewel !" 
Difp hales  this  ?  The  modem  way, 

Perhap-i,  may  pkafe — a  public  day, 

"  A  pi'.blic  day  !  detcfted  name!  7» 

*'  The  farce  of^friendfhip,  and  the  fhame. 

**  Did  ever  fecial  freedom  come 

"  Within  the  pale  of  drawing-room  ? 

"  See  piclur'd  round  the  formal  crowd ! 

^^  How  nice,  how  juil  each  attitude!  75 
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*'  My  lord  appro3ches — what  furprife! 
**  The  pi(Slures  Ipeak,  the  pictures  rife^ 
**  Thilce  ten  times  told  the  fame  falute, 
«*  Once  more  the  mimic-forms  the  mute. 
"  IVIeanwhile  the  envious  rows  between,  80 

"  Diftruft  and  fcandal  walk  unfeen  j 
**  Their  uoifons  filently  infufe, 
*'  Till  thefe  fufpeft,  and  thofe  abufe. 

*'  Far,  far  from  thefe,  in  fom.e  lone  fhade, 
**  Let  me,  in  eafy  filence  laid,  S5 

**  Where  never  fools  or  Haves  Intrude, 
"  Enjoy  the  fweets  of  folitude!" 

What,  quit  the  commerce  of  mankind  ! 
Leave  virtue,  fame,  and  worth  behind  ! 
Who  fly  to  foiitary  reft,  50 

Are  Reafon's  lavages  at  beft. 

Though  human  life's  extenfive  field 
Wild  weeds  and  vexing  brambles  yield  ; 
Behold  her  fmiling  vallles  bear 

Mellifluous  fruits,  and  flowers  fair  I  95 

The  crowds  of  folly  you  defpife — 
Aflbciate  with  tlie  good  and  wife  j 
For  virtue  rightly  underftood. 
Is  to  be  v/ile,  and  to  be  good.  </9 
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TO  MRS. 

In  Tears  for  the  Death  of  a  Friend,    1762. 

SO  feeble  nature  weeps  o'er  fiiendfhip"'s  gravp, 
And  mourns  the  rigour  of  that  lasv  fhe  gave  : 
Yet,  why  not  weep  ?   When  in  that  grave  exph^e 
All  Pembroke's  elegance,    all  WalJegrave's  fire. 
No  more  thofe  eyes  in  loft  effulgence  move,  5 

No  more  that  bofom  feels  the  fpark  of  love. 
O'er  thole  pale  cheeks  the  drooping  graces  mourn. 
And  fancy  bears  her  wild  wreath  o'er  that  urn. 
There  Hope  at  heav'n  once  caft  a  doubtful  eye. 
Content  repln'd,  and  Patience  ftole  a  fig h.  !• 

Fair  Frienddiip  griev'd  o'er 's  lacred  bier. 

And  Virtue  wept,    for  dropt  a  tear.  12 

TOMRS.  GILLMAN. 

WITH  lenfe  enough  for  half  your  fex  befide. 
With  j nil  no  more  than  neceffary  pride  ; 
With  knowledge  caught  froni  nature's  living  page. 
Politely  learn'd,  and  elegantly  fage — 
Alas  !   how  piteous,   that  in  fuch  a  mind  5 

So  many  foibles  free  reception  find  ! 
Can  fuch  a  mind,  ye  gods  !   admit  di'fdain  ? 
Be  partial,  envious,  covetous,  and  vain  ? 
Unwelcome  truth  i    to  love,  to  blindnefs  clear ! 
Yet  Gillman,  hear  it ; while  you  blufti  to  hear.  i« 

That  in  your  gentle  breall  difdaincan  dwell. 
Let  knavery,  meannefs,  pride  that  feel  it,   tell ! 
With  partial  eye  a  friend's  defeils  you  lee, 
And  look  with  kindnefs  on  my  faults  and  me. 
And  does  no  envy  that  fair  mind  o'erfhade?  15 

Does  no  Hiort  figh  for  greater  wealth  invade  j 
When  filent  merit  wants  the  foftering  meed, 
And  the  warm  wifli  fuggefts  the  virtuous  deed  ? 
Fairly  the  charge  ot  vanity  you  prove, 
Vain  of  each  virtue  of  the  friends  you  love.  20 

What  charms,  whatarts  of  magic  have  confpir'«l 
Ot  power  to  make  fo  manv  faults  admir'd  ? 


EPISTLES.  133 

TO  THE  REV.  MR.  LAMB. 

LAMB,  could  the  mufe  that  boaftsthy  formhig  care. 
Unfold  the  grateful  feelings  of  n\y  heart, 
ILr  hand  for  thee  ftiould  many  a  wreath  prepare. 
And  cull  the  choictll  flowers  with  ftudious  art. 

For  mark'd  by  thee  was  each  imperfeft  ray  5 

That  haply  wander'd  o'er  my  infant  mind  j 
The  dawn  of  genius  brightenM  into  day, 
As  thy  (kill  open'd,  as  thy  lore  refin'd. 

Each  uncouth  lay  that  faulter'd  from  my  tongue. 

At  eve  or  morn  from  Eden's  murmin'S  caught  j  10 

Whate'erl  painted,  and  whatever  I  fung, 

Though  rude  the  ftfain,  though  artlefs  was  the  draught. 

You  wifely  prais'd,  and  fed  the  lacred  fire, 
That  warms  the  brealt  with  love  and  honcll:  fame  j 
You  fweird  to  nobler  heights  my  infant  lyre,       15 
Rais'd  the  low  thought,    and  check'd  th'  exuberant 
flame. 

O  could  the  mufe  in  future  times  obtain 

One  humble  garland  from  th'  Aonian  tree  I 

With  joy  Pd  bind  thy  favoured  brows  again, 

With  joy  I'd  form  a  fairer  wreath  for  thee.  29 
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ROM  fcenes  where  fancy  no  excurfion  tries, 
Nor  trulls  her  wing  to  fmoke-invelop'd  Ikies 


Far  from  the  town's detelled  haunts  remov'd. 
And  nought  but  thee  defcrted  that  I  lov'd  ; 
From  noife  and  folly  and  the  world  got  free,  5 

One  truant  thought  yet  only  ftays  for  thee. 
What  is  that  world  which  makes  the  heart  its  flave  ? 
A  reitlefs  fea,  revolving  wave  on  wave  : 
There  rage  the  (forms  of  each  uncertain  clime  : 
There  float  the  wrecks  of  Fortune  and  of  Time :      !• 
M 
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There  Hope's  fmooth  gales  In  fott  lucceflion  blow. 
While  difappohitment  hides  the  rock  below. 
The  iyreri  pleafures  tune  their  fatal  breath. 
And  lull  you  to  the  long  repole  of  death. 

What  Is  that  world  ?   ah  !  'tis  no  more  i  5 

Than  the  vext  ocean  while  we  walk  the  fhore. 

Loud  roar  the  winds  and  I'well  the  wild  waves  high, 

Lafli  the  rude  beach,  and  frighten  all  the  llcy  j 

No  longer  (hall  my  little  bark  be  rent, 

Since  Hope  refign'd  her  anchor  to  Content.  20 

Like  fome  poor  fifhcr  that,  efcapM  with  life, 
Will  truft  no  more  to  elemental  ftrife  ; 
But  fits  in  fafety  on  the  green-bank  fide, 
And  lives  upon  the  leavings  of  the  tide  j 
Like  him  contented  you  your  friend  fhall  fee, 
As  fafe,  as  happy,  and  as  poor  as  he.  26 

TO  A  LADY, 

ON. READING  AN  ELEGY  WRITTEN  BY  HER, 

Oji  the  Search  of  Happinejs.  •• 

TO  feek  the  lovely  nymph  you  fing, 
I've  wandcr'd  many  a  weary  mile, 
From  grove  to  grove,  from  fpring  to  fpring  j 
If  here  or  there  fhe  deign'd  to  fmile. 

N  ly  what  I  now  muft  blufh  to  fay,  I 

For  fure  it  hap'd  in  evil  hour  j 

I  once  fo  far  iniftook  my  way, 

To  feek  her  in  the  haunts  of  power. 

How  fliould  fuccefs  my  fearch  betide. 

When  llill  fo  far  I  wander'd  wrong  t  10 

For  happinefs  on  Arrowe's  fide. 

Was  lilleningto  Maria's  fong. 

Delighted  thus  with  you  to  (lay, 

What  hope  have  I  the  nymph  to  fee  j 

Unlefs  you  ceafe  your  magic  lay. 

Or  bring  her  in  your  arms  to  me'?  16 
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TO  ALMENA. 

FROM  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  IRWAN. 

WHERE  trembling  poplars  fliade  their  parent  vale, 
And  tune  to  melody  the  mountain  gale  j 
Where  Irvvan  murmurs  mufically  {low, 
And  breathing  breezes  through  his  ofiers  blow  j 
Fritnd  of  m';>  heart,  behold  thy  poet  laid  5 

In  the  dear  lilence  of  his  native  fhade  ! 
Ye  facred  vales,  where  oft  the  mufe,  unfeen, 
Led  my  light fteps  along  the  moon-light  green; 
Ye  fcenes,  where  peace  and  fancy  held  their  reign 
For  ever  lov'd,  and  once  enjoy'd  again  !  i» 

Ah  !  where  is,  now,   that  nameless  blifs  refin'd : 
That  tranquil  hour,  that  vacancy  of  mind  ? 
As  fweet  the  wild  rofe  bears  its  balmy  breaft ; 
As  foon,  the  breeze  with  murmurs  Iboths  to  rell  j 
As  fmooth,  the  ftream  of  filver  Irwan  flows  j  J  5 

As  fair,  each  flower  along  his  border  blows  : 
Yet^vells  not  here  that  namclefs  blifs  refin'd, 
That  tranquil  hour,  that  vacancy  of  mind. 
Is  it  that  knowledge  is  allied  to  woe  j 
And  are  we  happy,  only  e''er  we  know  ?  20 

Is  it  that  hope  withholds  her  golden  ray, 
That  fancy's  fairy  vifions  fade  away  ? 
Or  can  I,  diftant  far  from  all  that's  dear, 
Be  happy  only  when  Almena's  near  ? 
That  truth,  the  feelings  of  my  heart  difclofe  :  25 

Too  dear  the  friendftiip  for  the  friend's  repofe. 
Thus  mourn'd  the  mufe,  when  through  his  ofiers  wild, 
The  hill-born  Irwan  rais'd  his  head  and  fmil'd  : 
*'  Child  of  my  hopes,"   he  fondly  cried,  "  forbear: 
"  Nor  let  thy  Irwan  witnefs  thy  defpair.  30 

<*  Has  peace  indeed  forfook  my  flow'ry  fliore  ? 
'*  Shall  fame  and  hope  and  fancy  charm  no  more  ? 
"  Though  fame  and  hope  in  kindred  air  depart, 
'*  Yet  fancy  ft;ill  fliould  hold  thee  to  htr  heart  j 
"  For,  at  thy  birth,  the  village  hind  has  feen  35 

**  Her  light  wings  waving  o'er  the  Ihadowy  green. 
M  z 
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**  With  rofy  wreaths  fhe  crown'd  the  new-born  hours, 
*'  And  rival  fairies  fiU'd  thy  bed  with  flowers  ; 
*'  In  vain — if  grief  fliall  wafte  thy  blooming  years, 
*'  And  life  diflblve  in  folitude  and  tears, 4» 

TO  GEORGE  COLMAN,  ESQ. 

Prefixed  to  the  CorreJ^ondence  of  ThecdofMS  and  Conjiantla. 

TO  live  beneath  the  golden  ftar  of  love. 
With  happier  fancy,  pafTions  more  refin'd  j 
Each  foftening  charm  of  tendernefs  to  prove. 
And  all  the  finer  movements  of  the  mind — 

From  gifts  like  thefe,  fay,  what  the  boafted  gain       5 
Of  thofe  wlio  exquifitely  feel  or  know  ? 
The  fkill  from  pleafure  to  extra6l  its  pain, 
And  open  ail  the  avenues  of  woe. 

Yet  fliall  we,  Colman,  at  thefe  gifts  repine  ? 
Implore  cold  apathy  to  iteel  the  heart  ?  10 

Would  you  that  fenfibility  refign. 
And  with  thole  powers  of  genius  would  you  part  ? 

Ah  mc  !  my  friend !  nor  deem  the  verfe  divine. 
That  weaknefs  wrote  in  Petrarch's  gentle  llrain ! 
When  once  heown'd  at  love's  unfav'ring  fhrlne,       15 
*'  A  thoulknd  pleafures  were  not  worth  one  pain." 

The  dreams  of  fancy  footh  the  penfivt:  heart  j 

For  fancy's  urn  can  new  delights  difpenfe  : 

Tiie  powers  of  genius  purer  joys  impart  5 

For  genius  brightens  all  the  (brings  of  fenfe.  20 

O  charm  of  every  mufe  ennobled  mind. 
Far,  far  above  the  groveling  crowd  to  rife  I— 
Ltavc,  the  low  train  of  trifling  cares  behind, 
Aliert  its  birthright,  and  atfe6l  the  Ikies  ! 

O  right  divine,  the  pride  of  power  to  fcorn  25 

On  fortune's  little  vanity  look  down  ! 
With  nobler  gifts,  to  fairer  honours  born, 
Than  ftar,  or  folly,  fancies  in  a  crown ! 
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As  far  each  boon  that  nature's  hand  beftows, 
The  worthlefs  glare  of  fortxine's  train  exceeds,  30 

As  yon  fair  orb,  whofe  beam  eternal  glows, 
Outfhines  the  tranfient  meteor  that  it  feeds. 

To  nature,  Colman,  let  thy  incenfe  rife, 

For,  much  indebted,  much  haft  thou  to  pay  j 

For  tafte  refin'd,  for  wit  correftly  wile,  35 

And  keen  difcernment's  foul-pervading  ray. 

To  catch  the  manners  from  the  various  face. 

To  paint  the  nice  diverfities  of  mind, 

The  living  lines  of  character  to  trace. 

She  gave  thee  powers,  and  fhe  the  tafk  aflign'd.        40 

Seize,  feize  the  pen  !  the  facred  hour  departs  1 

Nor,  led  by  kindnefs,  longer  lend  thhie  ear  : 

The  tender  tale  of  two  ingenious  hearts 

Would  rob  thee  of  a  moment  and  a  tear.  4+ 
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ODE 

TO  THE  RIVER  BBEN.  *       1/59. 

DELIGHTFUL  Eden  !    parent  ftream, 
Yet  fliall  the  maids  of  memory  fay, 
(When,  led  by  fancy's  fairy  dream, 
My  young  fteps  trac'd  thy  winding  way) 
How  oft  along  thy  mazy  fhore,  -  5 

That  many  a  gloomy  alder  bore. 
In  penfive  thought  their  poet  ftray'd  ; 
Or,  carelefs  thrown  thy  bank  befide,. 
Beheld  the  dimly  waters  glide, 
Bright  through  tht;  trembling  fhade.  i« 

Yet  {liall  they  paint  thofe  fcenes  again, 

Where  once  with  infant -joy  he  play'd, 

And  bending  o'er  thy  liquid  plain, 

The  aziu-e  worlds  below  lurvey'd : 

Led  by  the  rofy-handed  hours,  15 

When  Tim?  tripp'd  o'er  yon  bank  of  flowers, 

Which  in  thy  cryftal  bofom  fmil'd  ; 

Though  old  the  god,  yet  light  and  gay. 

He  flung  his  glals  and  i'cythe  away. 

And  feem'd  himfelf  a  child.  ^d 

The  poplar  tall,  that  waving  near 

Would  whifper  to  thy  murmurs  freej 

Yet  ruftiing  feems  to  footh  mine  ear. 

And  trembles  v/hcn  I  figh  for  thee. 

Ye":  feated  on  thy  flielving  brim,  a 5 

Can  Fancy  fee  the  Naids  trim 

Burnlfli  their  green- locks  in  the  fun  j 

Or  at  the  lail  lone  hour  of  day, 

To  chafe  the  lightly  glancing  fay. 

In  airy  circles  run.  3© 

But,  Fancy,  can  thy  mimic  power 
Again  thofe  happy  moments  bring  ? 

•  JB  thtcci'JBtjofWcftmerelaJii. 
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Canft  thou  reftore  that  golden  hour, 
When  young  Joy  wav'd  his  laughing  wing  ? 
When  firft  in  Eden's  roly  vale,  35 

My  full  heart  poui'd  the  lover's  tale, 
The  vow  lincerc,  devoid  of  guile  ! 
While  Delia  in  her  panting  breaft, 
With  fighs,  the  tender  thought  luppreft. 
And  look'd  as  angels  iinile.  ijo 

O  goddefs  of  the  cryftal  bow. 

That  dweli'ft  the  golden  meads  among  j 

Whole  ftreams  llill  fair  In  memory  flow. 

Whole  murmurs  melodife  my  long  ! 

O  !  yet  thole  gleams  of  joy  difplay,  45 

Which  brightening  glowM  in  Fancy's  ray. 

When  near  the  lucid  urn  reclinM, 

The  dryad,  nature,  bar'd  her  brealt. 

And  left,  in  naked  charms  imprelt. 

Her  image  on  my  mind.  5« 

In  vain — the  maids  of  memoiy  fair. 

No  more  in  golden  vilions  play  5 

No  friendfliip  fmooths  the  brow  of  care. 

No  Delia's  fmile  approves  my  lay. 

Yet,  love  and  friendfliip  loft  to  me,  55 

'  ris  yet  fomc  joy  to  think  of  thee, 

And  in  thy  breaft  this  moral  find  ; 

That  life,  though  ftaln'd  with  forrow's  fliowers, 

Shall  flow  ferene,  while  Virtue  pours 

Her  fun-  fliine  on  the  mind.  69 

AN  ODE 

TO  THE  GENIUS  OF  WESTMORELAND. 

HAIL  hidden  power  of  thefe  wild  groves, 
Thele  uncouth  rocks,   and  mouniains  grey  ! 
Where  oft,  as  tades  the  doling  day. 
The  family  of  Fancy  roves. 

In  what  lone  cave,  what  facred  cell,  5 

Coa:val  with  the  birth  of  time, 
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Wrapt  in  high  cares,  and  thought  lubllme. 
In  awful  filence  doft  thou  dwell  ? 

Oft  in  the  depth  of  winter's  reign, 
As  blew  th^. bleak  winds  o'er  the  dalej 
Moaning  along  the  dillant  gale, 
His  fancy  heard  thy  voice  complain. 

Oft  In  the  dark,  wood's  lonely  way, 
Swift  has  file  feen  thee  glancing  by  j 
Or  down  the  fummer  evening  iky. 
Sporting  in  clouds  of  gilded  day. 

If  caught  from  thee  the  facred  fire. 
That  glow'd  within  my  youthful  breaft  ; 
Thofc  thoughts  tDo  high  to  be  expreft, 
Genius,  if  thou  didftonce  infpire, 

O  pleas'd  accept  this  votive  lay, 
That  in  my  native  fliades  retir'd. 
And  once,  once  more  by  thee  inlpir'd. 
In  gratitude  I  pay. 


15 
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ELEGIES. 

THE  VISIONS  OF  FANCY. 

IN  FOUR  ELEGIES. 

La  Raifon  fcait  que  c'eft  iin  Songes, 

Mais  elle  en  faifit  les  aoucciirs  ; 
■  Elle  a  befoin  de  ces  faiitomes, 
Prefi|ue  taus  le^  plalirs  des  hommes 

Nc  font  c]ue  de  douces  erreurs.  Grefeft, 

ELEGY  I. 

CHILDREN  of  Fancy  whither  are  ye  fled  ? 
Where  have  you  borne  thole  hope-enlivcn'd  hours. 
That  once  with  niyrtlc  garlands  bound  my  head, 
That  once  beftrew-d  my  vernal  path  with  flowers  ? 

In  yon  fair  vale,  where  blooms  the  beechen  grove,      5 
Where  winds  the  flow  wave  thro'  the  flowery  plain. 
To  thefe  fond  arms  you  led  the  tyrant,  Love, 
With  Fear  and  Hope  and  Folly  in  his  train. 

My  lyre,  that,  left  at  carelefs  diltancc,  hung 
Light  on  fonie  pale  branch  of  the  ofier  fliade,  10 

To  lays  of  amorous  blandifliment  you  (trung. 
And  o'er  my  fleep  the  lulling  mufic  play'd. 

*'  Refl-,  gentle  youth  !  while  on  the  quivering  breeze 
*'  Slides  to  thine  ear  this  fofcly  breathing  ftrain  ; 
*'  Sounds  that  move  fmoother  than  the  Itcps  of  eafe,  15 
*'  And  pour  oblivion  in  the  ear  of  pain. 

*'  In  this  fair  vale  eternal  fpring  fliall  fmlle, 

*'  And  Time  unenvious  crown  each  roleat  hour  j 

*'  Eternal  joy  fliall  every  care  beguile, 

*'  Breathe  in  each  gale,  and  bloom  in  every  flower.  20 

*'  This  fdver  ftream,  that  down  its  cryltal  way 
*'  Frequent  has  ltd  thy  mufmg  Aeps  along, 
*'  Shall,  ftill  the  i'ame,  in  funny  mazes  play, 
*«  And  with  its  murmurs  melodifc  thy  fong. 

**  Unfading  green  fliall  thefe  fair  groves  adorn  ;         25 
"  Thoie  living  meads  immortal  flowers  unfold  ; 
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*'  in  rofy  fmlles  fliall  rile  each  blulhing  mom, 
*'  And  every  evening  clofe  in  clouds  of  gold. 

**  The  tender  Loves  that  watch  thy  fl umbering  reft, 
**  And  round  thee  flowers  and  balmy  myrtles  ftrew,  30 
**  Shall  charm,  thro'  all  approaching  life,  thy  breaft, 
*  *  With  joys  for  ever  pure,  for  ever  new. 

*'  The  genial  power  that  fpeeds  the  golden  dart, 
"  Each  charm  of  tender  paflion  fhall  infpire  j 
"  With  fond  afFe6l:on  iill  the  mutual  heart,  35 

**  And  feed  the  flame  of  ever-young  Defire. 

**  Come  gentle  Loves  !  your  myrtle  garlands  bring  j 
*'  The  fmlling  bower  with  chifter'd  rofes  fpread  } 
**  Come  gentle  Airs  !  with  incenfe- dropping  wing, 
**  The  breathing  fweets  of  vernal  cdour  ilied.  40 

/'  Hark  as  the  ftrains  offwelling  mufic  rile, 

*'  How  the  notes  vibrate  on  the  fav'ring  gale  ! 

"  Aufprcious  glories  beam  along  the  ikies, 

**  And  powers  unfeen  the  happy  moments  hail ! 

**  Ecftatic  hours  !  fo  every  diitant  day  45 

*'  Like  this  ferene  on  downy  wings  fliall  move  ; 
"  Rife  crown \i  with  joys  that  triumph  o'er  decay, 
**  The  faithful  joys  of  Fancy  and  of  Love,"  4?^ 

ELEGY  IL 

AND  were  they  vain,  thofe  foothing  lays  he  fung  ? 
Children  of  Fancy  !   yes,  your  long  was  vainj 
On  each  loft  air  though  rapt  Attention  hung. 
And  Silence  liften'd  on  the  fleeping  plain. 

The  ftrains  yet  vibrate  on  my  ravifli'd  ear,  5 

And  Itiil  tofmile  the  mimic  beauties  feera, 
Though  now  the  vifionary  fcenes  appear 
Like  the  faint  traces  of  a  vanilh'd  dream. 


Mirror  of  life  !  the  glories  thus  depart 
Of  all   that  Youth  and  Love  and  Fancy  frame, 
When  painful  Anguifn  ipeeds  the  piercing  dart. 
Or  Envy  blafts  the  blooming  flowers  of  Fame. 


i# 
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Nurfe  of  wild  wiflies,  and  of  fond  defires, 
The  prophetefs  of  Fortune,  fiilie  and  vairi, 
To  fcenes  where  Peace  in  Ruin's  arms  expires  15 

Fallacious  Hope  deludes  herhaplefs  train. 

Go,  Syren,  go— thy  charms  on  others  tryj 

My  beaten  bark  at  length  has  reach'd  the  fhore  j 

Yet  on  the  rock  my  drooping  garments  lie  j 

And  let  me  perilh,  if  I  truft  thee  more.  xe 

Come  gentle  Qiiiet !  long-negle6led  maid  ! 
O  come,  and  lead  me  to  thy  molfy  cell } 
There  unregarded  in  the  peaceful  ihade, 

With  calm  Repofe  and  Silence  let  me  dwell. 

Come  happier  hours  of  fweet  unanxious  reft,  25 

When  ail  the  ftruggling  pailions  (hould  fubiide  j 
When  Peace  fhall  clafp  me  to  her  plumy  breail. 
Ami  fmooth  my  lilent  minutes  as  they  glide. 

But  chief,  thou  goddefs  of  the  thoughtlefs  eye, 
Whom  never  cares  or  pafTions  diicompofe,  ^      30 

O  bleft  Inlenfibili^}-  be  nigh. 
And  with   thyfoothing  hand  my  weary  eyelids  clofe* 

7"hen  fhall  the  cares  of  love  and  glory  ceafe. 

And  all  the  fond  anxieties  of  fame  ; 

Alike  regardlefs  in  the  arms  of  Peace,  35 

If  theie  extol,  or  thole  debafe  a  name. 

In  Lyttleton  though  all  the  mules  praife, 

His  generous  praife  fhall  then  delight  no  morej 

Nor  the  fweet  magic  of  his  lender  lays 

Shall  touch  the  bolbm  which  it  charm'd  before.        4* 

Nor  then,  though  Malice,  with  infidious  guife 
Of  friendfliip,  ope  the  unfufpefting  breaft  ; 
Nor  then,  though  Envy  broach  her  blackening  lies, 
Shall  thefe  deprive  me  of  a  moment's  reft. 

O  ftate  to  be  defir'd  I  when  hortile  rage  45 

Prevails  in  human  more  than  fivagc  naunts  ; 
When  man  with  man  eternal  wa:-  will  wage, 
And  never  yield  that  mercy  which  he  wants.     ' 
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When  dark  Defign  invaders  the  cheerful  honr. 
And  draws  the  heart  with    Ibcial  fieedom  warm       59 
Its  cares,  its  wiflies,  and  its  thoughts  to  pour. 
Smiling  infidious  with  the  hopes  of  harm. 

Vain  man,  to  other''s  falings  ftill  fevere. 

Yet  not  one  foible  inhimfelf  can  find  j 

Another's  faidts  to  Folly's  eye  are  clear,  55 

But  to  her  own  e'en  Wifdom's  lelf  is  blind, 

O  let  me  ftill,  from  thefe  low  follies  free. 

This  fordid  malice,  and  inglorious  ftrife. 

Myfelf  the  fubjeft  of  my  cenliire  be, 

And  teach  my  heart  to  comment  on  ray  life.  6» 

With  thee  Philofophy,  ftill  let  me  dwell. 

My  tutor'd  mind  from  vulgar  meannefs    fave  j 

Bring  Peace,  bring  Qu^iet  to  my  humble  cell. 

And  bid  them  lay  the  green  turf  on  my  grave.  ^'ta«. 

ELEGY  III. 

BRIGHT  o'er  the  green  hills  rofe  the  morning  ray, 
The  wood -lark's  fong  refounded  on  the  plain  ! 
Fair  Nature  felt  the  warm,  embrace  of  day, 
And  fmil'd  through  all  her  animated  reign. 

When  young  Delight,  of  Hope  and  Fancy  born,  5 

His  head  on  tufted  wild  thyme  half-reclin'd. 
Caught  the  gay  coloiu's  of  the  orient  morn. 
And  thence  of  life  this  pi6lure  vain  defign'd. 

**  O  born  to  thoughts,  to  pleafures  more  fublime 
**  Than  beings  of  inferior  nature  prove  !  !• 

*'  To  triumph  in  the  golden  hours  ot  Time, 
**  And  feel  the  charms  of  Fancy  and  of  Love  ! 

*'  High-favour'd  man  !  for  him  unfolding  fair 

<'  In  orient  light  this  native  landfcape  fmiles  ; 

"  For  him  fweet  Hope  difarm.s  the  hand  of  Care,       15 

•*  Exalts  his  pleafures,  and  his  grief  beguiles. 

*'  Blows  not  a  bloflbm  on  the  brtaft  of  Spring, 
**  Breathes  not  a  gak  along  the  btnding  mead. 
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'*  Trills  not  a  fongfter  of  tlie  foaring  wing, 
*<  But  fragrance,  health  and  melody  fucceed.  20 

«<  O  let  me  ftill  with  fimple  Nature  live, 
*<  My  lowly  field-flowers  on  her  akar  lay, 
*'  Enjoy  the  bleflings  that  flie  meant  to  give, 
<'  And  calmly  wafte  my  inofFeniive  day  I 

<'  No  titled  name,  no  envy-teafing  doom,  25 

"  No  glittering  wealth  m.y  tutor'd  wifhes  crave  j 
*'  So  Health  and  Peace  be  near  my  hum!)le"home, 
**  A  cool  iheam  murmur,  and  a  green  tree  wave. 

"  So  may  the  fweet  Euterpe  hot  difdain 

"  At  eve's  chaftehour  her  filver  lyre  to  brino-  j       39 

"  The  mufe  of  Pity  wake  her  foothing  ftrain, 

"  And  tune  to  Sympathy  the  trembling  Itring, 

"  Thus  glide  the  penfive  moments,  o'er  the  vale 
*«  While  floating  fhades  of  dufky  night  delcend  j 
"  Not  left  untold  the  lover's  tender  tale,  35 

«'  Nor  unenjoy'd  the  heart-enlarging  friend. 

"  To  love  and  frlendfliip  flow  the  focial  bowl  • 

*'  To  attic  wit  and  elegance  of  mind  j 

*<  To  all  the  native  beauties  of  the  foul, 

**  The  fimple  charms  of  truth,  and  fenle  refin'd  !       40 

*<  Then  to  explore  whatever  ancient  fage 

*'  Studious  from  nature's  early  volume  drew, 

*'  To  chafe  fv/eet  Fi6lion  through  her  golden  age, 

*'  And  mark  how  fair  the  fun-flower.  Science,  blew ! 

**  Haply  to  catch  fome  fpark  of  eaftern  fire,  4.5 

*'  Helperian  fancy,  or  Aonian  eafe  ; 

**  Some  melting  note  from  Sappho's  tender  lyre, 

"  Some  ftrain  that  Love  and  Phoebus  taught  to  pleafe. 

•*  When  waves  the  grey  light  o'er  the  mountain's  head, 
*'  Then  let  me  meet  the  morn's  firfl:  beauteous  ray  3  50 
*'  Careleflly  wander  from  my  fylvan  fliecj, 
"  And  catch  the  fweet  breath  of  the  rifing  day. 
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**  Nor  feldom,  loifring  as  a  mule  along, 
*'  Mark  from  what  flower  the  breeze  its  fweetnefs  bore  ; 
*'  Orliften  to  the  labour- foothing  long  ti5 

**  Of  bees  that  range  the  thymy  uplands  o"'er, 

*'  Slow  let  me  climb  the  mountain's  airy  brow, 
*'  The  green  height  gain'd,  in  muleful  rapture  lie, 
*'  Sleep  to  the  murmur  of  the  woods  below, 
**  Or  look  on  Nature  with  a  lover's  eye.  ^o 

"  Delightful  hours  !   O,  thus  for  ever  flow  : 
*'  Led  by  fair  Fancy  round  the  varied  year  : 
*'  So  fhall  my  breaft  with  native  raptures  glow, 
*'  Nor  feel  one  pang  from  folly,  pride,  or  fear. 

*'  Firm  be  my  heart  to  Nature  and  to  Truth,  6$ 

*'  Nor  vainly  wander  from  their  di6lates  lage  ; 

*'  So  Joy  Hiall  triumph  on  the  brows  of  youth, 

*'  So  Hope  ihall  fmooth  the  dreary  paths  of  age.       6S 

ELEGY  IV. 

OH  !  yet,  ye  dear,  deluding  vifions  flay  ! 
Fond  Hopes,  of  Innocence  and  Fancy  born  ! 
For  you  I'll  caft  theie  waking  thoughts  away. 
For  one  wild  dream  of  life's  romantic  morn  : 

Ah  1  no  :  the  funfhine  o'er  each  objefl  fpread  5 

By  flattering  Hope,  the  flowers  that  blew  fo-fair  ; 
Like  the  gay  gardens  of  Armlda  fled, 
And  vanifh'd  irom  the  powerful  rod  of  Care. 

So  the  poor  pilgrim,  who  in  rapturous  thought 
Plans  his  dear  journey  to  Loretto's  flirine,  i© 

Seems  on-his  way  by  guardian  I'eraphs  brought. 
Sees  aiding  angels  favour  his  defign. 

Ambrofial  blofibms,  fuch  of  old  as  blew 

By  thofe  frefli  founts  on  Eden's  happy  plain. 

And  Sharon's  rofes  all  his  -paflage  Irrew  :  1 5 

So  Fancy  dreams,  but  Fancy's  di-eanis  are  vain. 

Wafted  and  weary  on  the  mountain's  fide, 
liii  way  unknown,  the  haplefs  pilgrim  lies. 
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Or  takes  fomeruthlefs  robber  for  his  guide. 
And  prone  beneath  his  cruel  fabre  dies.  20 

Life's  morning- land fcape  gilt  with  orient  light, 
Where  Hope  and  Joy  and  Fanfy  hold  their  reign. 
The  grove's  green  wave,the  blue  ftreamfparkling  bright, 
Theblythe  hours  dancing  round  Hyperion's  wain : 

In  radiant  colours  Youth's  free  hand  pourtrays,      35 
Then  holds  the  flattering  tablet  to  his  eye  } 
Nor  thinks  how  foon  the  vernal  gro've  decays, 
Nor  fees  the  dark  cloud  gathering  o'er  the  iky. 

Hence  Fancy,  conquer'd  by  the  dart  of  Pain, 

And  wandering  far  from  her  Platonic  fliade,  30 

Mourns  o'er  the  ruins  of  her  tranfient  reign. 

Nor  unrepinlng  fees  her  vifions  fade. 

Their  parent  banifli'd,   hence  her  children  fly, 
Their  fairy  race  that  filTd  her  feftive  train  j 
Joy  tears  his  wreath,  and  Hope  inverts  her  eye. 
And  Folly  wonders  that  her  dream  was  vain.  3(5 

ELEGY, 

tVntten  amongjl  the  Ruins  ofPontefraB  Caji/e,  1756. 

RIGHT  fung  the  bard,  that  all- involving  age. 
With  hand  iivipartial  deals  the  ruthlefs  blow  j 
That  war,  wide -wafting,  with  impetuous  rage. 
Lays  the  tali  fpire,  and  Iky-crown'd  turret  low. 

A  pile  ftupendous,  once  of  fair  renown,  5 

This  mould 'ring  mafs  of  fliapelefs  ruin  rofe, 
Where  nodding  Heights  of  fra6lur'd  column's  frov/n. 
And  birds  obfcene  in  iv)'--bow'rs  repofe  j 

Oft  the  pale  matron  from  the  threatning  wall, 
Sufpicious,  bids  her  heedlefs  children  fly  j  13 

Oft,  as  he  views  tlie  meditated  fall. 
Full  fwiftiy  fteps  the  frighted  peafant  by. 

But  more  refpe6lfi3l  views  th'  hifcoric  fage, 
Mufmg,  thele  awful  relics  of  decay, 
Na 
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That  once  a  refuge  t'oiTni"'d  from  hoftile  rags,  x  5 

In  Heni'y's  and  in  Edward's  dubious  day. 

He  penfive  oft  reviews  the  mighty  dead, 

That  erit  have  trod  this  defolated  ground  j 

Refle<5l3  how  here  unliappy  Saliibury  bled, 

When  Faftion  aim'd  the  death-difpenfmg  wound.    20 

Reft,  gentle  Rivers  !  and  ill-fated  Gray  ! 
Aflow'r  or  tear  oft  ftrcws  j'^our  humble  grave? 
Whom  Envy  Hew,  to  pave  Ambition's  way, 
And  whom  a  monarch  wept  in  vain  to  fave. 

Ah  !  what  avail'd  th'  alliance  of  a  throne  ?  25 

The  pomp  of  titles  what,  or  power  rever'd  ? 
Happier,  to  thele  the  humble  life  unknown; 
With  virtue  honoured  and  by  peace  endear 'd. 

Had  thus  the  fons  of  bleeding  Britain  thought, 
When  liaplefs  here  inglorious  Richard  lay,  30 

Yet  many  a  prince,  whofe  blood  full  dearly  bought 
The  fhamefui  triumph  of  the  long-fought  day  : 

Yet  many  a  hero,  whofe  defeated  hand 

In  death  refign'd  the  well-contefted  field. 

Had  in  his  offspring  fav'd  a  finking  land,  «5 

The  tyrant's  terror,  and  the  nation's  fhield. 

Ill  could  the  mufe  indignant  grief  forbear, 

Should  mern'ry  ti*ace  her  bleeding  country's  woes  j 

111  could  flie  count,  without  a  burfting  tear, 

Th'  inglorious  triumphs  of  the  vary'd  rofe !  40 

While  Yorkj  with  conquell  and  revenge  elate, 
Inlblting,  triumphs  on  St.  Alban's  plain, 
W'tio  views,  nor  pities  Heniy's  haplefs  fate, 
Himfelf  a  captive,  and  his  leaders  flain? 

Ah  Prince!   unequal  to  the  toils  of  war",  i^ 

To  {lern  ambition,  faSVion's  rage  to  queil ; 
Happier^    from  theie  had  fortune  plac'd  thee  far, 
In  fome  lone  conveht,  ojt'  fome  peaceful  celU 
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For  what  avaird  that  thy  vidorious  queen 
Repair'd  the  ruins  of  that  dreadful  day  ?  50 

That  vanquifh'd  York,  on  Wakefield's  purple  green, 
Proftrate  amidfi;  the  common  (laughter  lay. 

In  vain  fair  Vicl'ry  beam'd  the  gladd'ning  eye. 
And,  waving  oft  her  golden  pinions,  fmiPd  5 
Full  foon  the  flattering  goddeis  meant  to  fly*  5  > 

Full  rightly  deem'd  unlteady  Fortune's  child. 

Let  Towton's  field but  ceafe  the  difmal  tale: 

For  much  its  horrors  would  the  mule  appal, 

In  fofter  {train's  I'uffxce  it  to  bewail 

The  patriot's  exile,  or  the  hero's  fall.  ^« 

Thus  filver  Wharf*,  whofe  cryftal-fparklingurn 

Reflects  the  brilliance  of  his  blooming  fhore. 

Still,  melancholy- mazing  feems  to  mourn, 

But  rolls,  confus'd,  a  crimlbn  wave  no  more.  64 

AUTUMNAL  ELEGY. 

TO     #*##     #*#****#      1765. 

WHILE  yet  my  poplar  yields  a  doubtful  fhade. 
Its  laii  leaves  trembling  to  the  Zephyr's  figh. 
On  this  fair  plain,  ere  every  verdrire  fade. 
Or  the  laft  fmiles  of  golden  Autumn  die. 

Wilt  thou,  my  ****,  at  this  penfive  hour,  5 

O'er  Nature's  ruins  hear  thy  friend  complain  : 
While  his  heart  labours  with  the  infpiring  powet*. 
And  from  his  pen  fpontaneous  flows  the  ftrain  ? 

Thy  gentle  breaft  fliall  melt  v/ith    kindred  fighs, 
Yet  haply  grieving  o'er  a  parent'^  bier  ;  io 

Poet's  are  Nature's  children  ;    when  flie  dies 
Afte6lion  mourns,  and  Duty  drops  a  tear. 

Why  are  ye  fdent,  brethren  of  the  grove, 
Fond  Philomel,  thy  many  chordedlyre. 
So  fweetly  tun'd  to  tendernefs  and  love,  15 

hall  love  no  more,  or  tenderr.efs  infpire  ? 

A  ri'/er   near  t  he  fcene  of  t^attle,  in  which  were  flain  5i,oo«  men, 
N3 
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O  mix  once  more  tny  gtT.tlc  lays  wiih  mine  j 
For  wl'U  our  paiHons,  well  our  notes  agree  : 
An  al^lcnt  love,  fweet  bird,  may  I'oftcr.  tliine ; 
An  abfent  love  demands  a  tear  from  me.  3» 

Yet,  ere  ye  fiumber,  fongfters  of  the  fl-.y, 
Through  the  long  night  of  winter  wild  and  drear  : 
O  let  us  tune,  ti  e  love  :md  fancy  die, 
One  tender  farewel  to  the  fading  year. 

Farewel  ye  wild  hills,  fcatter'd  o'er  with  fpringl       15 
Sweet  lolitude,  where  Flora  fmiPd  unfetn  ! 
Farewel  each  breeze  of  balmy  burdenM  wing  ! 
The  violet's  blue  bank,  and  the  tall  wood  green  ! 

Ye  tunt  ful  groves  of  Belvidere,  adieu  ! 
Kind  (hades  tiiat  whifper  oVr  my  Craufurd's  rtfl.  1    'j« 
From  courts,  from  fcnates,  and  from  camps  to  you, 
When  fancy  leads  him,  no  inglorious  guell. 

Dear  (hades,  atlieu !    where  late  tbe  moral  mufc, 
Led  by  the  di-yad.  Silence,  oft  reclin\l, 
Taught  Meannefs  to  extend  her  little  views,  -:  5 

And  look  on  Nature  to  enlarge  her  mind. 

Farewel  the  walk  along  the  woodland  vale  ! 
Flower-tetding  rills  in  murmurs  di-nwn  away  I 
Farewel  the  fweet  breath  of  the  early  gale, 
And  the  dear  glories  of  the  clofmgday  !  ao 

The  namelcfs  charms  of  high,  poetic  thouglit, 

Tliat  Spring's  green  liours  to  J"ancy*s  children  bore  ; 

'I'he  words  divine,  imagination  wrote 

On  Slun^ber's  light  leaf,  by  the  murmuring  fliorc. 

All,  all  adieu  !  from  Autumn's  lober  power  45 

Fly  the  deardrcains  of  Spring's  delightful  reign  ; 
Gay  Summti  lirips  herrofy-maritled  bower. 
And  rude  \    nds  vva(te  the  glories  of  her  train. 

Vet  Autumn  yields  her  joys  of  humbler  kind} 
Sad  o'er  vhe  golden  mins  as  we  Oray,  5» 

S.veet  Mclanclioly  fooths  the  mufmg  mind, 
A»<B  Naiu-'f'*  chaiTns,  dell^iitful  in  decay. 
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All-bounteous  power,  whom  happy  worlds  adore. 
With  every  Icene  fome  grateful  change  fhe  brings — 
In  winter's  wild  fnows,  autumn's  golden  tlore,         55 
In  glowing  iummers,  and  in  blooming  fprings  I 

O  moft  belov'd  !    the  faireft  and  the  heft 

Of  all  her  works  !  may  llill  thy  lover  find 

Fair  Nature's  franknefs  in  thy  gentle  breaft  j 

Like  her  be  various,  but  like  her  be  kind.  (j* 

Then,  when  the  fpring  of  fmiling  youth  is  o'er  j 
When  fummer's  glories  yields  to  autumn's  fway  j 
When  golden  autumn  fmks  in  winter's  hoar  j 
And  life  declining  yields  its  laft  weak  ray  j 

In  thy  lov'd  arms  my  fainting  age  fhall  clofe,  65 

On  thee  my  fond  eye  bend  its  trembling  light : 
Remembrance  fweet  fiiall  footh  my  lalt  repole, 
And  my  foul  blefs  thee  in  eternal  night.  61 

TO  THE  SAME.  1763. 

WHEN  pale  beneath  the  frowning  (hade  of  death, 
No  foothing  voice  of  love,  or  fViendiliip  nigh, 
While  ftrongconvulfions  leiz'd  the  lab'rhig  breath. 
And  life  fufpended  left  each  vacant  eye  ; 

Where,  in  that  moment,  fled  th'  immortal  mind  j     5 

To  what  new  region  did  the  fplrit  llray  ? 

Found  it  fome  bofom  hofpltably  kind. 

Some  breall  that  took  the  wanderer  in  its  way  ? 

To  thee,  my  ****  in  that  deathful  hour. 

To  thy  dear  bofom  it  once  more  return'd,  i« 

And  wrapt  in  *********'s  folitary  bower. 

The  ruins  of  its  former  manfion  mourn'd. 

But,  did'll:  thou,  kind  and  gentle  as  thou  ait. 

O'er  thy  pale  lover  fiied  the  generous  tear  ? 

From  tliofe  fweet  eyes  did  pity's  foftnel's  Hart,         15 

When  fancy  laid  him  on  the  lowly  bier  ? 
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O'lud  tlion  to  heaven  aJdrefs  the-  forceful  pr.iyerr 
.  old  thy  t'nir  ha-uls,  and  rtiil'e  tUc  raourntul  eye. 
Implore  each  power  heiicvolfut  to  Ipare, 
And  call  dowij  pity  from  the  golden  iky  ?  20 

O  born  at  once  to  blefs  me  r.nd  to  (ave, 

E>:ah  my  life,  and  dignify  my  lay  ! 

Thou  too  rtialt  triumph  o'er  du-  moulderinr^  grave. 

And  on  thy  ])rovv  faali  bloom  the  ueathiel's  bay. 

Dear  fiiadcs  of  genius  !   heirs  of  endlvTs  fame  !  25 

That  in  your  laureate  crowns  the  myitle  wove, 
Snatch'd  from  oblivion  beauty's  lacred  name, 
And  grew  immortal  in  the  arms  of  love ! 

0  may  wc  meet  you  in  Ibme  happier  clime. 

Some  fijfer  vale  beneath  a  gonial  (ky  ;  lo 

Whence  all  the  woes  that  load  the  wing  of  time, 
Diicafe,  and  death,  and  fear,  and  frailty  fly  !  3^ 

TO  THE  SAME. 

rnZ   COMPLAINT  OF   HtR   RING-DOVE. 

FAR  from  the  fmiles  of  blue  hefperian  fkies, 
Far.from  thole  vales,  where  Howcry  plcailires^dv  ill, 
(Dearfctnes  of  freedom  loft  to  thcfe  ihd  eyes  !) 
How  hard  to  languilh  in  this  lonely  cell ! 

"When  genial  gales  relume  the  fires  of  love,  5 

When  laughing  Spring  leads  round  the  jocund  j'car  ; 
Ah  !  view  with  pity,  gentle  maid,  your  dove. 
From  every  heart-felt  joy  fecluded  here  1 

To  me  no  more  the  laughing  Spring  looks  gay  j 

Nor  annual  loves  relume  my  languid  breaft  ;  i« 

1  ime  flowly  drags  the  long,  delightlefs  day, 
1  hrough  one  dull  fcene  of  foliiary  rell. 

Ah  !  what  avails  that  dreaming  fancy  roves 
Through  the  wild  beauties  of  her  native  reign! 
Breathes  in  green  fields,  and  feeds  in  frelhening  groves, 
1  o  wake  to  anguifh  in  this  hopelefs  chain  j    "'         1  i 
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Though  fondly  footh'd  with  pity's  tenderefl:  care. 

Though  ftill  by 's  gentle  hand  carell, 

P  or  the  free  foreft,  and  the  boundlels  air, 

The  rebel,  nature,  murmurs  in  my  breaii.  ao 

Ah,  let  not  nature," ■■,  plead  in  vain  ! 

For  klndnefs,  i'ure,  (hould  grace  a  form  lb  fair_^: 

Reftore  me  to  my  native  wilds  again. 

To  the  free  fori;ll,  and  the  boundlefs  air,  %j^ 

TO  THE  SAME. 

In  the  Manner  of  Petrarch.  1765. 

ON  thy  fair  morn,  O  hope-infpiring  May ! 
The  fweeteft  twins  that  ever  nature  bore. 

Where vale  her  field- flower  garland  wove, 

Yoimg  love  and  fancv  met  the  genial  day. 

And,   as  on  the  thyme-green  bank  I  lay,  5 

A  nymph  of  gentlelt  mien  their  train  before. 

Came  with  a  fmile  j   and  fwain,   fhe  cried,  no  mora 

To  penfive  forrow  tune  thy  hopelefs  lay. 

Friends  of  thy  heart,  fee  love  and  fancy  bring 

Each  joy  that  youth's  enchanted  bofom  warms  !        if> 

Delight,  that  rifles  all  the  fragrant  fpring  ! 

Fair-handed   Hope,  that  paints  unfading  charms  ! 

Anddove-Uke  Faith,  that  waves  her  iilvtrr  wing— — 

Thef;:,  fwain,  are  thine  j  for meets  thy  arms,  14 

TO  THE  SAME. 

WRAPPED  ROUND  A  NOSEGAY  OF  VIOLETS.  I76J 

DEAR  objeft  of  my  late  and  early  prayer  ! 
Source  of  my  joy,  and  fblace  of  my  care  i 
Whoft  gentle  friendfliip  fuch  a  charm  can  give. 
As  makes  me  wilh,  and  tells  me  how  to  live  1 
To  tiiee  the  mufe  with  grateful  hand  would  bring       5 
Thefe  nrft  fair  children  of  the  doubtful  fpring. 
O  may  they,  fearlefs  of  a  varying  fky, 
Bloom  on  thy  bread,  and  fmile  beneath  thine  eye  I 
In  fairer  lights  their  vivid  blue  difplay, 
And  fweeter  breathe  their  little  lives  away  !  so 
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TO  THE  SAME. 

On  the  Moral  RefleSiiom  ccrtamed  In  her  y^ajwer  t9  tht  ehoin 
Verges.  176 1. 

SWEET  moral! ft  !   whole  moving  truths  impart 
At  once  delight  and  angulih  (o  my  heart  ! 
Though  human  joys  their  fliort-liv\i  i'weets  exhalcj 
Like  the  wan  beauties  of  the  wailed  vale  5 
Yet  trufi:  the  mule,  fair  friend  ill ip'b  flower  Ihall  laft,    j 
When  life's  fhort  iunlliine,  like  its  liorma,  is  paft  j 
Bloon^  in  the  fields  oi  fome  ambrofial  Taore, 
Where  time,  and  death,  and  hcknefs,  are  no  more,      3 

ELEGY.  1760. 

THE  eye  of  Nature  never  refts  from  care  ; 
She  guards  her  children  with  a  parent's  love  j 
And  not  a  mil'chief  reigns  in  earth  or  air. 
But  time  deftroys,  or  remedies  remove. 

In  vain  no  ill  fliall  haunt  the  walks  of  life,  5 

No  vice  in  vain  the  human  heart  deprave. 
The  pots'nous  Hower,  the  temper's  raging  ftrife. 
From  greater  pain,  from  greater  ruin  lave. 

Lavinia,  form'd  with  every  powerful  grace. 

With  all  that  lights  the  flame  of  young  defire  j         10 

Pure  eafe  of  wit,  and  elegance  of  face, 

A  foul  of  fancy,  and  an  eye  all  fire. 

Lavinia  ! — peace,  my  bufy,  fluttering  breall! 

Nor-  fear  to  langulfli  in  thy  former  pain  : 

At  length  ihe  yields — (he  yields  the  needful  reft  5     15 

And  frees  hrr  lover  Irom  his  galling  chain. 

The  golden  liar,  that  leads  the  radiai'it  morn, 
Looks  not  fo  fair,  frelU  rifing  from  the  main  ; 
But  her  bent  eye-brow  bears  forbidding  fcorn, — 
But  priae's  ftU  furies  every  hear't-ilring  Urain.         ao 

Lavinia,  thanks  to  thy  ungentle  mind} 
I  now  beliold  thee  with  indillVrent  eyes  j 
Auil  jcafon  dares,  though  love  as  death  be  blind, 
T  hy  gay,  thy  worthlefi  being  to  defpife. 
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Beauty  may  charm  without  one  Inward  grace,  25 

And  fair  proportions  win  the  captive  heart  j 
But  let  rank  pride  the  pleafing  form  debafe. 
And  love  difguited  breaks  his  erring  dart. 

The  youth  that  once  the fculpturM  nymph  admh'd. 
Had  look'd  with  I'cornful  laughter  on  her  charms 
If  the  vain  form,  with  recent  life  infpir'd,  31 

Had  turn'd  difdainful  from  his  offered  arms. 

Go,  thoughtlefs  maid  !  of  tranfient  beauty  vain. 
Feed  the  high  thought,  the  towering  hope  extend ; 
Still  rhay'ft  thou  dream  of  fplendour  in  thy  train,     35 
And  fmile  fuperb,   while  love  and  flattery  bend. 

For  me,  fweet  peace  fhall  foothe  my  troubled  mind. 
And  eafy  flumbers  clofe  my  weary  eyes  j 
Since  Reaibn  dares,  though  Love  as  Death  bs  blind. 
Thy  gay,  thy  worthlefs  being  to  delbirt'.  4* 
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HYMN  TO  HOPE, 

M«v7j  V  (zvroQi  'EAniX  £V  dq^riX.roi'Ji  ^oixoimv 
Ev^OV  S[JA(J.V£ HES, 

SUN  of  the  foul !  whofe  cheerful  ray 
Darts  o'er  this  gloom  of  life  a  fmile  ; 
Sweet  Hope,  yet  further  gild  my  way, 
Yet  light  my  weary  fteps  awhile, 
Till  thy  fair  lamp  diflolve  in  endlefs  day,  5 

n. 

O  come  witli  fuch  an  eye  and  mien. 

As  when  by  amorous  fhepherd  feen  j 

While  in  the  violet-breathing  vale 

He  meditates  his  evening  tale ! 

Nor  leave  behind  thy  fairy  train,  10 

Repofe,  belief,  and  fancy  vain  ; 

That  towering-  on  her  wing  fublime', 

Outftrips  the  lazy  flight  of  time, 

Riots  on  diftant  days  with  thee, 

And  opens  ail  futurity.  15 

in. 

O  come  !  and  to  my  penfive  eye 

Thy  far-forefeeing  tube  apply, 

Whofe  kind  deception  fteals  us  o'er 

The  gloomy  wafte  that  lies  before  5 

Still  opening  to  the  diftant  fight  2.0 

The  iunftiine  of  the  mountain's  height  j 

Where  fcenes  of  fairer  afpeft  rife, 

Elyfian  groves,  and  azure  Ikies. 

IV. 
Nor,  gentle  Hope,  forget  to  bring 
The  family  of  Youth  and  Spring  5  .25 

The  Hours  that  glide  in  fprightly  round. 
The  mountain -nymphs  with  wild  thyme  crown'd  j 
Delight  that  dwells  with  raptur'd  eye 
On  ftream,  or  flower,  or  field  or  flcy  : 
And  foremofl  in  thy  train  advance  30 

T"he  Loves  ;ind  Joys  in  jovial  dance  ; 
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Nor  laft  be  Expe6\atIon  leen, 
That  wears  a  wreath  of  evergreen. 

V. 
Attended  thus  by  Beleau's  ftreams, 
Oft  haft  thou  footh'd  my  waking  dreams,  35 

When,  prone  beneath  an  olier  fhade. 
At  large  my  vacant  Umbs  were  laid  j 
To  thee  and  fancy  all  refign'd, 
What  vifions  wandered  o'er  my  mind ! 
Iliafions  dear,  adieu  !  no  more  40 

Shall  I  your  fairy  haunts  explore  ; 
For  Hope  withholds  her  golden  ray. 
And  Fancy's  colours  faint  away. 
To  Eden's  fhores,  to  Enon's  groves, 
Refounding  once  with  Delia's  loves,  45 

Adieu !  that  name  fhall  found  no  more 
O'er  Enon's  groves  or  Eden's  fhore  j 
For  Hope  withholds  her  golden  ray. 
And  Fancy's  colours  faint  away. 

VI. 
Life's  ocean  flept — the  liquid  gale  50 

Gently  mov'd  the  waving  fail. 
Fallacious  Hope  !  with  flattering  eye 
You  fmil'd  to  iee  the  ftreamers  fly. 
The  thunder  burfts,  the  m.ad  wind  raves, 
From  flumber  wake  the  frighted  waves  :  '55 

You  faw  me,  fled  me  thus  diftreft. 
And  tore  your  anchor  from  my  breafl. 

VII. 
Yet  come,  fair  fugitive,  again  ! 
I  love  thee  ftill,  though  falfe  and  vain, 
•*Forgive  mc,  gentle  Hope,  and  tell  €& 

Where,  far  from  me,  you  deign  to  dwell.     _ 
To  footh  Ambition's  wild  defires  j 
*  To  feed  the  lover's  eager  fires  j 
To  fwell  the  mifer's  mould  v  ftore  ; 
To  gild  the  drea-ning  chymiiVs  ore  ;  65 

Are  thefe  thy  cares  ?  or  more  humane  ? 
To  ioofe  the  war-worn  captive's  chain, 

O 
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And  bring  before  his  languid  fight 
The  charms  of  liberty  and  light  j 
The  tears  of  drooping  grief  to  dry  ;  y© 

And  hold  thy  glafs  to  Sorrow's  eye  ? 

VIII. 
Or  do'ft  thou  more  delight  to  dwell 
With  Silence  in  the  hermit's  cell  ? 
To  teach  Devotion's  flame  to  rife. 
And  wing  her  vefpers  to  the  Ikies  j  7^ 

To  urge,  with  ftill  returning  care. 
The  holy  violence  of  prayer ; 
In  rapt'rous  vifions  to  difplay 
The  realms  of  everl ailing  day. 

And  fnatch  from  time  the  golden  key,  80 

That  opens  all  eternity  ? 

IX. 
Perchance,  on  fome  unpeopled  ftrand, 
Whofe  rocks  the  raging  tide  withftand, 
Thy  foothing  fmile,  in  defarts  drear, 
A  lonely  mariner  may  cheer,  85 

Who  bravely  holds  his  feeble  breath, 
Attack'd  by  famine,  pain  and  death. 
With  thee,  he  bears  each  tedious  day 
Along  the  dreary  beach  to  ftray  : 
Whence  their  wide  way  his  toil'd  eyes  ftrain  90 

O'er  the  blue  boiom  of  the  main  j 
And  meet,  where  diftant  lurges  rave, 
A  white  fail  in  each  foaming  wave. 

X. 
Doom'd  from  each  native  joy  to  part. 
Each  dear  connexion  of  the  heart,  ^^ 

You  the  poor  exile's  fteps  attend, 
The  only  undeferting  friend. 
You  wing  the  flow-declining  year  ; 
You  dry  the  folltary  tear ; 

And  oft,  with  pious  guilt,  reftore  loo 

Thofe  fcenes  he  muft  behold  no  more, 

XI. 
O  mod  ador'd  of  earth  or  flcies  ! 
To  thee  ten  thoufand  temples  rife  ; 
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By  age  retained,  by  youth  cased:, 
The  iame  dear  idol  of  the  breaft,  105 

DeprivM  of  thee,  the  wretch  were  poor. 
That  rolls  in  heaps  of  Lydlan  ore  : 
With  thee  the  fitnple  hind  is  gay, 
Whofe  toil  fupports  the  paffing  day, 

XII. 
The  rofe-lipM  Loves  that,  round  their  «[iiecn,         n© 
Dance  o'er  Cythera's  fmiling  green, 
Thy  aid  implore,  thy  power  difplay. 
In  many  a  fweetly -warbled  lay. 
For  ever  in  thy  facred  flirine, 

Their  unexLinguhh"'d  torches  fhlne  ;  115 

Idalian  flowers  their  fweetsdiffufe, 
And  myrtles  flied  their  balmy  dews. 
Ah  !  ilill  propitious,  may'ft  thou  deign 
To  footh  an  anxious  lover's  pain  ! 
By  thee  defcrted,  well  I  know,  iit> 

His  heart  would  feel  no  common  woe. 
His  gentle  prayer  propitious  hear, 
And  ilop  the  frequent-falling  tear. 

xiii. 

For  me,  fair  Hope,  if  once  again 

Perchance,  to  fraileon  me  you  deign,  125 

Be  Inch  your  fweetly-rural  air. 

And  fuch  a  graceful  vifage  wear, 

As  when,  with  Truth  and  young  DefirCp 

You  wak'd  the  lord  of  Hagley's  lyre  j 

And  painted  to  her  poet's  mind,  130 

The  charms  of  Lucy,  fair  and  kind. 

XIV, 

But  ah!  too  early  loftf then  go. 

Vain  Hope,  thou  harbinger  of  Woe. 

Ah  !  no  } that  thought  diftrafts  my  heart : 

Indulge  me,  Hope,  we  muft  net  part,  J  35 

Dire6l  the  future  as  )rou  plcafe  3 
But  give  me,  give  me  prefent  eafe. 

XV. 
Sun  of  the  foul !  whofe  cheerful  ray 
Darts  o'er  this  bloom  of  life  a  fmilf  ; 

Q  2 
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Sweet  Hope,  yet  fui'ther  gild  my  way. 
Yet  light  my  weary  fteps  awhile, 
Till  thy  fair  lam.p  diflblve  in  endlefs  day.  14.1 

HYMN  TO  PLUTUS. 

GREAT  God  of  wealth,  before  whofe  facred  throne 
Truth,  honoi'.r,  genius  fame  and  worth  lie  prone  ! 
To  thy  throng'd  temples  take  one  votary  more  : 
To  thee  a  poet  never  kneei'd  before. 

Adieu  the  gods  that  caught  my  early  prayer  !         5 
Wifdom  that  frown'd,  and  Knowledge  fraught  with 
Friendiliip  that  every  veering  gale  could  move  I  [carel 
A.)^d  tantalizing  Hope,  and  faithlefs  Love  ! 
Theie,  thefe  are  llaves  that  in  thy  livery  fliine  : 
For  Wifdom,  Friendship,  Love  himfelf  is  thine  ?      10 

For  thee  Til  labour  down  the  mine's  dark  way. 
And  leave  the  contines  of  enlivening  davj 
For  thee  Afturia's  Ihining  fands  explore. 
And  bear  the  I'plendours  of  Po  toffs  ore  ; 
Scale  the  high  rojck,  and  tempt  the  raging  Tea,  i  $ 

And  thinks,  and  toil,  and  vviih,  and  wake  for  thee.^ 
Farewel  the  fcenes  that  thoughtiefs  youth  could  pleafe  j 
The  flowery  fcenes  of  indolence  and  eafe. 
Where  you  the  way  with  magic  power  beguile, 
BafTora's  deep,  or  Lybia's  delerts  fmile.  ao 

Foes  of  thy  worth,  that,  infolent  and  vain. 
Deride  thy  maxims,  and  rejett  thy  reign, 
.  The  frantic  tribe  of  virtue  fhall  depart, 
And  make  no  more  their  ravage  in  my  heart. 
Away  "  The  tears  that  pity  taught  to  flow."  ^S 

Away  that  anguifli  for  a  brother's  woe  I 
Adieu  to  thefe,  and  every  tirefome  gueil, 
That  drain'd  my  fortunes,  or  deftroy'd  my  reft  ! 

Ah,  good  Avaro  !  could  I  thee  defpife  ? 
Thee,  good  Avaro  ;  provident  and  wife  ?  3* 

Plutus,  forgive  the  bitter  things  I've  faid  ! 
I  love  Avaro  j  poor  Avaro's  dead. 

Yet,  yet  I'm  thine  }  for  Fame's  unerring  tongue 
In  thy  footh'd  ear  thus  pours  her  filver  fong. 
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**  Immortal  Plutus  !  god  of  golden  eafe !  35 

<*  Form'd  eveiy  heart,  and  every  eye  to  plcafe  ! 

"  For  thee  Content  her  downy  carpet  fpreads, 

'*  And  roly  Piealure  Iwells  her  genial  beds. 

**  'Tis  thine  to  gild  the  manfions  of  Defpair  5 

"  And  beain  a  glory  round  the  brows  of  Care  j         40 

*'  To  cheat  the  lazy  pace  of  (leeplefs  hours 

*'  With  marbk-  fountains,  and  ambrofial  bowers." 

O  grant  me,  Plutus,  fcenes  like  thofe  1  fung. 
My  youthful  lyre  when  vernal  fancy  ftrung. 
For  me  their  ftiades  let  other  Stualeys  rear,  45 

Though  each  tree"'s  waterM  with  a  widow's  tear  1 

Ettif.tci  gcc! — fcrgive  me  !  I  adore. 
Great  Plutus,  grant  me  one  petition  more. 
Should  Delia,  tender,  generous,  fair  and  free. 
Leave  love  and  truth,  and  facrifice  to  thee,  50 

I  charge  thee,  Plutus,  be  to  Delia  kind. 
And  make  her  fortunes  richer  that  her  mind. 
Be  her's  the  wealth  all  heaven's  bi'oad  eye  can  vbw^ 
Grant  her,  good  god,  Don  Philip  and  Peru.  ^  |. 

HYMN  TO  HUMANITY. 

PARENT  of  Virtue,  if  thine  ear 
Attend  not  now  to  Sorrow's  cry  j 
If  now  thj  pity  ftreaming  tear  , 

Should  haply  on  thy  cheeks  be  dry  ; 
Indulge  my  votive  drain,  O  fwect  Humanity.  5 

Come,  ever  welcome  to  my  breaft, 
A  tender,  but  a  cheerful  gueft  j 
Nor  always  in  the  gloomy  cell 
Of  life-conlliming  Ibrrow  dwell  ; 
For  Sorrow,  long- indulged  and  How,  10 

Is  to  Humanity  a  foe  ; 
And  Grief,  that  makes  the  heart  its  prey, 
Wears  Senfibility  away. 
Then  come,  fweet  nymph,  inftcad  of  thc«, 
The  glooiay  fiend,  Stupidity.  25 

O3 
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O  may  that  fiend  be  banifn'd  far. 
Though  palTions  hold  eternal  war  I 
Nor  ever  let  me  ceafe  to  know 
The  pulfe  that  throbs  at  joy  or  woe. 
Nor  let  my  vacant  cheek  be  dry,  2a» 

When  forrow  fills  a  brother's  eye  ; 
Nor  may  the  tear  that  frequent  flows 
From  private  or  from  ibcial  woes, 
E'er  make  this  pleafing  fenfe  depart. 
Ye  cares,  O  harden  not  my  heart.  S5 

If  the  fair  ftar  of  fortune  fmile, 
Let  not  its  flattering  power^  beguile  : 
Nor  borne  along  the  fav'ring  fide. 
My  full  fails  fwell  with  bloating  pride. 
Let  me  from,  wealth  but  hope  content,  30 

Remembering  ftiii  it  was  but  lent  j 
To  modeft  merit  fpread  my  ilore  j 
Unbar  my  hofpitabie  door  j 
Nor  feedj  for  pomp,  an  idle  train, 
"While  Want  unpitied  pines  in  vain.  35 

If  heaven,  in  every  purpofe  wife, 
The  envied  lot  of  wealth  denies  ; 
If  doom'd  to  drag  life's  painful  load 
Through  poverty's  uneven  road, 
And,  for  the  due  bread   of  the  day,  4* 

Deftin'd  to  toil  as  well  as  pray  j 
To  thee.  Humanity  ftill  true, 
I'll  wifh  the  good  I  cannot  do  j 
And  give  the  wretch  that  pafles  by, 
A  foothing  word — a  tear — a  figh.  4.5 

Kowe'er  exalted,  or  depreft, 
Be  ever  mine   the  feeling  bi-eaft. 
From  me  remove  the  ftagnant  mind 
Of  languid  indolence,  reclin'd  5 

The  foul  that  one  long  Sabbath  keeps,  5» 

And  through  the  fun's,  whole  circle  flceps  j 
Dull  Peace,  that  dwells  in  Folly's  eye. 
And  felf-attending  Vanity. 
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Allkej  the  foolilh,  and  the  vain 

Are  ftraiigers  to  the  fenie  humane.  55 

O  for  that  fympathetic  glow 
Which  taught  the  holy  tear  to  flow, 
Whcii  the  prophetic  eye  furvey'd 
Sion  in  future  allies  laid  ; 

Or,  rais'd  to  heaven,  implored  the  bread  €9 

That  ihoufands  in  the  defert  fed  ! 
Or,  when  the  heart  o'er  friendfliip's  grave 
Sigh'd, — and  forgot  its  power  to  fave— 

0  for  that  fympathetic  glow 

Which  taught  the  holy  tear  to  flow  !  ^5 

It  comes  :  It  fills  my  labouring  breall  \ 

1  feel  my  beating  heart  oppreft. 

Oh  1  hear  that  lonely  widow's  wail  I 

See  her  dun  eye  \  her  afpe6l  pale  ! 

To  heaven  flie  turns  in  deep  defpalr,  7© 

Her  infants  wonder  at  her  prayer, 

And,  mingling  tears  they  know  not  why, 

Lift  up  their  little  hands,  and  cry. 

O  God  !  their  moving  forrows  fee  ! 

Support  them,  fweet  Humanity  I  75 

Life,  fiU'd  with  grief's  diftrefsful  train. 
For  ever  afks  the  tear  humane. 
Behold  in  yon  unconfcious  grove 
The  viftims  of  ill-fated  love  ! 

Heard  you  that  agonizing  throe  ?  8© 

Sure  this  is  not  romantic  woe  ! 
The  golden  day  of  joy  is  o'er  j 
And  now  they  part — to  meet  no  more, 
Aflilt  them,  hearts  from  anguifli  free  1 
Afiift  them,  fweet  Humanity  1  Z$ 

Parent  of  virtue,  if  thine  ear 
Attend  not  now  to  Sorrow's  cryj 
If  now  the  pity-ftreaming  tear 
Should  haply  on  thy  check  be  dry, 
Indulge  my  votive  ftrain,  O  fweet  Humanity  !  90 
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HYxMN  TO  TOP.  RISING  SUN, 

FROM  the  red  wave  rifing bright. 
Lift  on  high  thy  golden  head  j 
O^er  the  mifty  moun'ain,  Ipread 
Thy  fmiling  rays  of  orient  light  I 
See  the  goldtn  god  appear  ;  5 

Flies  the  fiend  of  darknefs  drear  ; 
Flies,  and  in  her  gloomy  train. 
Sable  grief,  and  care,  and  pain! 
See  the  golden  god  advance  ! 

On  Taurus'  heights  his  courfers  prance  :  10 

With  him  hafte  the  vernal  Hours, 
Breathing  fweets,  and  drooping  flowers. 
Laughing  Summer  at  his  fide, 
"Waves  her  locks  in  rofy  pride  j 

And  Autumn  bland,  with  afpe6l  kind,  15 

Bears  his  golden  fheaf  behind. 
O  hafte,  and  fpread  the  purple  day 
O'er  all  tlie  wide  ethereal  way  I 
Nature  mourns  at  thy  delay: 

God  of  glory  hafte  away !  c^ 

From  the  red  wave  rifing  bright. 
Lift  on  high  thy  golden  head 
O'er  the  mifty  mountains,  fpread 
Thy  fmiling  rays  of  orient  light !  ^4. 

A  FAREWEL  MYMN. 

TO  THE  VALLEY  OF  ISWAN. 

FAREWEL  the  fields  of  Irwan's  vale. 
My  infant  years  where  Fancy  led  j 
And  fboth'd  me  with  the  weftern  gale, 
Her  wild  dreams  waving  round  ray  head, 
While  the  blythe  blackbird  told  his  tale.  5 

Farewel  the  fields  of  Irwan's  vale  ! 

The  primrofe  on  the  valley's  fide. 

The  green  thyme  on  the  mountain'^  head. 
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The  wanton  rofe,  the  daily  pied. 

The  wilding's  blofibm  bluftiing  red  }  10 

No  longer  I  their  iweets  inhale. 

Farewel  the  fields  of  Irwan''s  vale  ! 

Kow  oft,  within  yon  vacant  (hade. 

Has  ev'ning  c!os\l  my  carelefs  eye ! 

How  oft,  along  thofe  banks,  I've  ftray'd,  15 

And  watch'd  the  wave  that  wanderM  by  ! 

Full  long  their  lofs  fhall  I  bewail. 

Fai-ewcl  the  fields  of  Irwan's  vale  ! 

Yet  ftill,  within  yen  vacant  grove, 

To  mark  the  cloie  of  parting  day  j  20 

Along  yon  flow'ry  banks  to  rove. 

And  watch  the  wave  that  winds  away  ; 

Fair  Fancy  fure  fliuU  never  fail. 

Though  far  from  thcfe,  aiid  Irwan's  vale.  24, 

HYMN  TO  THE  ETERNAL  PROVIDENCE. 

LIFE  of  the  world,  Immortal  Mind  j 
Father  of  all  the  human  kind  ! 
Whofe  boundlefs  eye  that  knows  no  reft. 
Intent  on  nature's  ample  breaft  ; 

Explores  the  fpace  of  earth  and  Ikies,  5 

And  fees  eternal  incenfe  rife ! 
To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raife  ; 
Forgive,  while  I  prefumo  to  praife. 

Though  thou  this  tranfient  being  gave. 

That  ftiortly  finks  into  the  grave  j  I© 

Yet  'twas  thy  gocK.lnefs,  IHll  to  give 

A  being  that  can  think  and  live  j 

In  all  thy  works  thy  wildom  fee. 

And  ftretch  its  tow'ring  mind  to  thee 

To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raife  j  15 

Forgive  while  I  prefume  to  praife. 

And  ftlU  this  -poor  contra£led  fpan, 

This  life,  that  bears  the  name  of  man  ; 

From  the^'  derives  its  vital  ray, 

Eternal  Source  of  life  and  day  1  a» 
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And  where  alone  the  rifing  iky, 

Her  god  in  brighter  glory  burn'd,  lO 

Srill  there  her  fond  obfervant  eye. 

And  there  her  golden  breail  fhe  turned. 

When  calling  from  their  weary  height 

On  weftern  waves  his  beams  to  reft. 

Still  there  flie  fought  the  parting  fight,  i-j 

And  there  fhe  turned  her  golden  breaft. 

Bxit  foon  as  night's  invidiov.s  fliade 

Afar  his  lovely  looks  had  borne. 

With  folded  leaves,  and  drooping  head 

Full  fore  ihe  griev'd,  as  one  forlorn.  le 

Such  duty  in  a  iiower  difplay'd. 
The  holy  fifters  fmil'd  to  fee, 
Forgave  the  pagan  rites  it  paid. 
And  lov'd  its  fond  idolatry. 

But  painful  ftill,  though  meant  for  kind,  25 


The  praife  that  falls  on  Envy's  e;'. 
O'er  the  dim  window's  arch  entwin'd, 
The  canker'd'ivy  chanc'd  to  hear. 

And  *'  See,"   fhe  oy'd,  *'  that  fpecious  flower, 

"  Whole  flattering  bofom  courts  the  fun,  30 

*'  The  pageant  of  a  glided  hour, 

**  The  convent's  fimple  hearts  hath  won ! 

*'  Obfequious  meannefs  !  ever  prone 

**  To  watch  the  patron's  turning  eye  ; 

'^  No  will,  no  motion  of  its  own  !  3  5 

*'  'Tis  this  they  love,  for  this  they  figh : 

**  Go,  fplendid  fycophant !  no  more 

*'  Difplay  thy  foft  feduclive  arts  ! 

**  The  flattering  clime  of  courts  explore, 

*'  Nor  fpoil  the  convent's  hmple  hearts.  40 

*'  To  me  their  praife  more  juftly  due^ 
*'  Of  longer  bloom  and  happier  grace  ! 
**  Whom  cl;anging  months  iinalter'd  view, 
*'  And  find  them  in  my  fond  embrace.'.' 
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**^  Kow  well,"  the  modeft  flower  leply'd,  45- 

**  Can  Envy's  wrefted  eye  elude 

"  The  obvious  bounds  that  ftill  divide 

<•'  Foul  flattery  from  fair  gratitude. 

*«  My  duteous  praiie  each  hour  I  pay, 

**  For  few  the  hours  that  I  muft  live  j  5© 

*'  And  give  to  him  my  little  day, 

*'  Whofe  grace  another  day  may  give. 

"  When  low  this  golden  form  fliall  fall, 

*^  And  fpread  with  duft  its  parent  plain, 

"  That  duft  fliall  hear  his  genial  call,  55 

**  And  rife,  to  glory  rife,  again. 

"  To  thee,  my  gracious  pow'r,  to  thee 

*<  My  love,  my  heart,  my  life,  are  due  ! 

**  Thy  goodnefs  gave  that  life  to  be, 

*'  Thy  goodnefs  fliall  that  life  renew.  €9 

*'  Ah  me  !  one  moment  from  thy  fight 
*'  That  thus  my  truant-eye  fliould  Itray! 
<«  The  God  of  glory  lets  in  night  j 
*'  His  faithlefs  flower  has  loft  a  day." 

Sore  griev'd  the  flower,  and  droop'd  her  head  j  65 

And  fudden  tears  her  breaft  bedew'd  : 
Confenting  tears  t]ie  flfters  flied, 
And,  wrapped  in  holy  wonder,  view'd. 

With  joy,  with  pious  pride  elate, 

*'  Behold,"  the  agedabbefs  cries,  7^ 

*'  An  emblem  of  that  happier  fate, 

*'  Which  heav'n  to  all  but  us  denies. 

*'  Our  hearts  no  fears  but  duteous  fears, 

"  No  charm  but  duty's  charm  can  movej 

"  We  flied  no  tears  but  holy  tears  75 

*'  Of  tender  penitence  and  love. 

"  See  there  the  envious  world  pourtray'd 

*'  In  that  dark  look,  that  creeping  pace  I 

**  No  flov.'er  can  bear  the  ivy's  fliade, 

♦'  No  tree  fuppoit  its  cold  embrace,  80 
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"  The  oalc  that  rears  it  from  the  ground, 
**  And  bears  its  tendrils  to  the  Ikies, 
**  Feels  at  his  heart  the  rankling  wound, 
**  And  in  its  poisonous  arms  he  dies/* 

Her  moral  thus  the  matron  read,  1 5 

Studious  to  teach  her  children  dear. 

And  they,  by  love  or  duty  led, 

With  pleafure  heard,  or  I'eem'd  to  hau 

Yet  one  lefs  duteous,  not  lels  fair, 

(In  convents  ftill  the  tale  is  known,)  9* 

The  fable  heard  with  fdent  cai-e. 

But  found  a  moral  of  her  own. 

The  flower  that  fmil'd  rdong  the  day, 

And  droop'd  in  t^ars  at  evening's  fall. 

Too  well  fhe  found  her  life  dilplay,  95 

Too  well  her  fatal  lot  recal. 

The  treacherous  ivy's  gloomy  ftrain 

That  murder'd  what  it  moil  embrac'd, 

Too  well  that  cruel  fcene  convey 'd. 

Which  all  her  fairer  hopes  eifac'd.  lof 

Her  heart  with  fdent  horror  fliook, 

With  fighs  fne  fought  her  lonely  cell  j 

To  the  dim  light  (he  caftone  look. 

And  bade  once  more  the  world  farew^el.  1 04 

FABLE  II. 

THE  EVENING  PRIMROSE. 

THERE  are  that  love  the  fliades  of  life, 
And  ftiun  the  fplendid  walks  of  fame  j 
There  are  that  hold  it  rueful  ftrife 
To  rifk  Ambition's  lofmg  game  : 

That,  far  from  Envy's  lurid  eye,  5 

The  falreft  fruits  of  genius  rear, 

Content  to  fee  them  bloom  and  die 

In  Frieiidfhip's  fmall,  but  kiadly  fphw*. 
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Than  vainer  flower*  thoxign  Iweeter  far, 

The  evening  primrofe  flams  tlie  day  j  10 

Bloom  >  only  to  the  Weltcm  liar, 

And  loves  its  folitaiy  ray. 

In  Ellen's  vale,  an  aged  hind. 

At  the  dim  twilight's  clofing  hour, 

On  his  time-l'moorhed  ftaffreclinM,  ij 

With  wonder  viewM  the  opening  flower. 

**  Ill-fated  flower,  at  eve  to  blow," 

In  pity's  fiinple  thought  he  cries, 

*'  Thy  boiom  mull  not  feel  the  glow 

**  Of  Iplendidfuns,   or  fmiling  Ikies.       ,  ao 

•*  Nor  thee,  the  vagrants  of  the  field, 
**  The  hamlet's  little  train  behold  j 
*'  Their  eyes  to  fweet  oppreffion  yield, 
"  When  thine  the  falling  fhades  vmfold. 

*^  Nor  thee  the  hafty  fliepherd  heeds,  35 

**  When  love  has  filTd  his  heart  with  cares, 

**  For  flowers  he  rifles  all  the  meads, 

**  For  waking  flowers — but  thine  forbears. 

*'  Ah  !   wade  no  more  that  beauteous  bloom 

"  On  night's  chill  fliade,  that  fragrant  breath,  30 

"  Let  fmiling  funs  thofe  gems  illuinel 

*'  Fair  flower,  to  liveunieen  is  death.'*' 

Soft  as  the  voice  of  vernal  gales, 

That  o'er  the  bending  meadov/  blow, 

Or  llreams  that  (teal  through  even  vales,  35 

And  murmur  that  they  move  fo  flow ; 

Deep  in  her  unfrequented  bower. 

Sweet  Philomela  pour'd  herftrain  ; 

The  bird  of  eveapprov'd  her  flower, 

And  anfwer'd  thus  the  anxious  fwain :  40 

Live  unfeen ! 
By  moon -light  Ihades,  in  valleys  green. 
Lovely  flower,  we'll  live  unleen. 
Pa 
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Of  our  pleafnres  de^m  not  lightly, 
La\i£:hing  Day  may  look  more  fprightly,  45 

But  I  love  the  moded  mien, 
St;ll  I  love  the  modell  mien, 
OF  gentle  Evening  fair,  and  her  ftar-tralncd  queen. 

Didft  thou,    fhepherd,  never  find 

Plcafure  is  of  penfive  kind  ? 

Has  thy  cottr.ge  never  known 

That  file  loves  to  live  alone  ? 

Doft  thou  not  at  evening  hour 

Feci  Tome  foft  and  fecret  power. 

Gliding  o'er  thy  yielding  mind. 

Leave  I'weet  fercnity  behind  5 

While,  all  dilarni'd,   the  cares  of  day 

Steal  through  the  falling  gloom  away? 

Love  to  think  thy  lot  was  laid 

In  this  undiltinguiflrd  {\\-\(\c. 

Far  from  ri\e  world's  infectious  view. 

Thy  little  virtues  lafely  blew. 

Go,  and  in  day's  more  dangerous  hour 

Guard  thy  emblematic  flower. 


5» 
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60 
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FABLE  III. 

THE  LAUREL  AND  THE  REED. 

THE  *  reed  that  once  the  fliepherd  blew 
On  cold  Cephifus'  hallowM  fide. 
To  Sylla's  cruel  bow  apply 'd. 
Its  inofFenfive  mailer  (lew. 

Stay,  bloody  foldier,  flay  thy  hand,  5 

Nor  take  the  fliepherd's  gentle  breath  : 
Thy  rapje  let  innocence  withftand: 
Let  mufic  Iboth  the  thirfl  of  death. 

lie  frown 'd — he  bade  the  arrow  fly — 

The  arrQw  fip.ote  the  tuneful  fwain  j  10 

No  more  its  tone  his  lip  fliall  try, 

Nor  wake  Its  vocal  foul  again. 

Cephlfus,  from  his  fedgy  urn, 

With  woe  beheld  the  fanguinc  deed : 

He  m.ourn'd,  and  as  they  lieard  him  mourn,  15 

Aflenting  figh'd  each  trembling  reed. 

'*  Fair  offspring  of  my  waves,"  he  cryM, 

**  That  bind  my  brows,  my  banks  adorn  j 

*'  Pride  of  the  plains,  the  rivers'  pride, 

*'Formufic,   peace,  and  beauty  born  !  20 

*•  Ah,  what  unheedful  have  we  done  ? 
"  What  demons  here  in  death  delight? 
"  What  fiends  that  curfe  the  fecial  fun  ? 
**  What  furies  of  infernal  night  ? 

<*  See,  fee  my  peaceful  fliepherds  bleed  !  «S 

**  Each  heart  in  harmony  that  vy'd, 
*•'  Smote  by  its  own  melodious  reed, 
"  Lies  cold  along  my  blufhing  fide. 

*'  Back  to  your  urn,  my  waters,  fly, 

*'  Or  find  in  earth  Ibme  fecret  way  j    .  30 

*  The  r«ed8  on  the  bank*  of  the  Cephifits,  of  which  the  xkip^ttit  tntd* 
'hste  pip«»,  Sylla's  foldior*  u fed  for  «rrow». 

P3 
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*«  For  horror  dims  yon  confcious  Iky, 
*'  And  hell  has  ifTued  hito  day." 

Through  Delphi's  holy  depth  of  fhade 

The  fympathetic  forrows  ran ; 

While  in  his  dim  and  mournful  glade  35 

The  genius  of  her  groves  began. 

''  In  vain  Cephifus  fighs  to  fave 

*'  The  fwain  that  loves  his  wat'ry  mead, 

**  And  weeps  to  fee  his  reddening  wave, 

**  And  mourns  for  his  perverted  reed  :  40 

**  In  vain  my  violated  groves 
'*  Muft  I  with  equal  grief  bewai!, 
**  While  Delblation  fternly  roves, 
*'  And  bids  the  fanguine  hand  aflail, 

*'  God  of  the  genial  ftream,  behold  45 

**  My  laurel  fliades  of  leaves  fo  bare ! 
"  Thofe  leaves  no  poet's  brows  unfold, 
*'  Nor  bind  Apollo's  golden  hair. 

*'  Like  thy  fair  offspring,  mifapply'd, 

*'  Far  other  purpofe  they  fupply  j  50 

"  The  murderer's  burning  cheek  to  hide, 

**  And  on  his  frownful  temples  die. 

**  Yet  deem  not  thefe  of  Pluto's  race, 

<*  Whom  wounded  Nature  fues  in  vain; 

"  Pluto  difclaims  the  dire  difgrace, 

**  And  cries,  indignant, — **  They  are  men."  ^^ 
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FABLE  IV. 

THE  GARDEN  ROSE  AND  THE  WILD  ROSE. 

AS  Dee,  whofe  current,  free  from  ftain. 
Glides  fair  o''er  Merioneth's  plain, 
By  mountains  forc'd  his  way  to  fteer 
Along  the  lake  of  Pimble  Mere, 

Darts  fwiftly  through  the  ftagnant  mafs,  5 

His  waters  trembling  as  they  pafs. 
And  leads  his  lucid  waves  below, 
Unmix'd,   unfullied  as  they  flow — 
So  clear  through  life's  tumultuous  tide. 
So  free  could  rhought  and  Fancy  glide;  10 

Could  Hope  as  fpri  ghtly  hold  her  courfe. 
As  firft  (he  left  her  native  fource, 
Unfought  in  her  romantic  cell 
The  keeper  of  her  dreams  might  dwell. 

But  ah  !   they  will  not,  will  not  laft—  15 

When  life's  iiril  fairy  itage  is  paft. 
The  glowing  hand  of  Hope  is  cold  j 
And  Fancy  lives  not  to  be  old. 
Darker,  and  darker  all  before, 

We  turn  the  former  profpeil  o'er  ;  20 

And  find  in  Mem'ry's  faithful  eye, 
Our  little  ftock  of  pleafures  lie. 

Come  then,  thy  kind  recesses  ope  ! 
Fair  keeper  of  the  dreams  of  Hope  ' 
Come  with  thy  vifionary  train  ;  25 

And  bring  my  morning  fcenes  again  I 

To'Enon's  wild  and  filent  (hade, 
Where  oft  my  lonely  youth  was  laid  ; 
What  time  the  woodland  genius  came. 
And  touch'dme  with  his  holy  flame.—  30 

Or   where  the  hermit,  Bela,  leads 
Her  waves  through  folitary  meads  j 
And  only  feeds  the  defert  flower, 
Where  once  Ihe  footh'd  my  ilumb'f  ing  hour  j 
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Or  rous'd  by  Stalnmore's  wint'i-y  Iky,  35 

She  v/earlcs  Echo  with  her  cry  j 
And  oft,  what  ftorms  her  bolbm  tear 
Her  deeply-wounded  banks  declare- 
Where  Eden's  fah'er  waters  flow. 
By  Milton''s  bower,   or  Ofty's  brow,    .  ^O 

Or  Brokky's  alder-fliaded  cave. 
Or  winding  round  the  druid's  grave, 
Silently  glide  with  pious  fear, 
To  found  his  holy  (lumbers  near. — 

Tothefe  fair  fcenes  of  Fancy's  reign,  45 

O  Memory  !    bear  me  once  again  : 
For,   when  life's  varied  fcenes  arc  paft, 
'Tis  fimple  nature  charms  at  laft. 

'Twas  thus  of  old  a  poet  pray'd  j 

Th'  indulgent  pow'r  his  pray'r  approv'd,  50 

And,  ere  the  gathered  rofe  could  fade, 

ReftorM  him  to  ihe  fcenes  he  lov'd. 

A  rofe,  the  poet's  fav'rite  flower, 

From  Flora's  cultvir'd  walks  he  bore  j 

No  fairer  bloom  in  Efher's  bower,  55 

Nor  Prior's  charming  Chloe  wore. 

No  fairer  flowers  could  Fancy  twine 

To  hide  Anacreon's  fnowy  hair  : 

For  th<;re  Almeria's  bloom  divine. 

And  Elliot's  fweeteft  blufti  was  there.  60 

When  flie,  the  pride  of  courts,  retires, 

And  leaves  for  fhades,  a  nation's  love, 

With  awe  the  village  maid  admires, 

How  Waldegrave  looks,  how  Waldegrave  moves. 

So  marvell'd  much  in  Enon's  fhade  65 

The  flowers  that  all  uncultur'd  grew. 
When  tliere  the  fplendid  rofe  dilplay'd 
Ker  fwelhng  breaft,    and  fliining  hue. 

Yet  one,  that  oft  adorn'd  (he  place 

Where  now  her  gaudy  rival  reigii'd,  7 
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Of  Ampler  bloom,  but  kindred  race. 
The  penlive  Eglantine  complain'd. — 

*'  Miltaken  youth,"  with  fighs  (he  faid, 

**  From  nature  and  from  me  to  ftray  ! 

**  The  bard,  by  Iplendid  forms  betray'd,  75 

*'  No  more  Ihall  franie  tiie  purer  ray. 

"  Luxuriant,  like  the  flaunting  rofe, 

"  And  gay  the  brilliant  drains  may  be, 

*'  But  tar  in  beauty,  far  from  thofe, 

"  That  flowed  to  nature  and  to  me.""  80 

The  poet  felt,  with  fond  furprlfe, 

The  truths  the  fylvan  critic  told  ; 

And  ''  though  this  courtly  rofe,"   he  cries, 

*'  Is  gay,   is  beauteous  to  behold  j 

«*  Yet,  lovely  flower,  I  find  in  thee  85 

*'  Wild  fweetnefs  which  no  words  exprefs, 

**  And  charms  in  thy  fimplicity, 

*'  riiat  dwell  not  in  the  pride  of  drefs,"  83 

FABLE  V. 

THE  VIOLET  AND  THE  FANCY. 

SHEPHERD,  if  near  thy  artlefs  breaft 
The  god  of  fond  defires  repair  j 
Implore  him  for  a  gentle  guelt, 
Implore  him  with  unwearied  prayer. 

Should  beauty's  foul-enchanting  fmil^,  5 

Love  kindling  looks,  and  features  gay. 
Should  thefe  thy  wand'ring  eye  beguile. 
And  fteal  thy  warelel's  heart  away  ; 

That  heart  fhall  loon  with  forrow  fwell, 

An'd  Toon  the  erring  eye  deplore,  ic 

Ii"  in  the  beauteous  bofom  dwell 

No  gentle  virtue's  genial  ilore. 

Far  from  his  hive  one  fummer  day, 
A  young  and  yetunpra6lisM  bee. 
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Borne  on  nls  tenaer  wings  away,  i  5 

Went  forth  the  flowery  world  to  fee. 

The  morn,  the  noon  in  play  he  pafs'd. 

But  when  the  fliades  of  evening  came. 

No  parent  brought  the  due  repaft. 

And  fahitnefs  feiz'd  his  little  frame.  20 

By  nature  urg'd,  by  inftlnft  led. 
The  bclbm  of  a  flower  he  fought, 
Where  Itreanis  mourn'd  round  a  mofly  bed. 
And  violets  all  the  bank  enwrought. 

Of  kindred  race,  but  brighter  dyes,  15 

On  that  fair  bank  a  panly  grew, 
That  borrovv'd  from  indulgent  Ikies 
A  velvet  (hade  and  purple  hue. 

The  tints  that  ftream'd  with  glofly  gold. 

The  velvet  fliade,  the  purple  hue,  J« 

The  ftranger  wonder'd  to  behold. 

And  to  its  beauteous  bofom  flew. 

Not  fonder  hafte  the  lover  fpeeds. 

At  evening's  fall,  his  fair  to  meet, 

When  o'er  the  hardly-bending  meads,  55 

He  fprings  on  more  than  mortal  feet : 

Nor  glows  his  eye  with  brighter  glee. 

When  Healing  near  her  orient  breaft:  j 

Then  felt  the  fond  enamour \1  bee. 

When  firfc  the  golden  bloom  he  '^I'eft.  40 

Ah!    pity.much  his  youth  untried. 
His  heart  in  beauty's  magic  fpell  ; 
So  never  pallion  thee  betide. 
But' where  the  genial  virtues  dwell. 

In  vain  he  feeks  thofe  virtues  there  j  45 

No  ibul-fuftaining  charms  abound  j 
No  honey 'd  iweetnefs  to  repair 
The  languid  wallc  of  life  is  found. 
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An  aged  bee,  whofe  labours  led 

Through  thole  fan*  iprhigs,  and  meads  of  gold,         50 

His  feeble  whig,  his  drooping  head 

Beheld,  and  pity'd  to  behold. 

*'  Fly,  fond  adventurer,  fly  the  art, 

*'  That  courts  thine  eye  with  fair  attire  j 

*'  Who  fmiles  to  win  the  heedlefs  heart,  55 

"  Will  fmile  to  fee  that  heart  expire. 

*'  This  modeft  flower  of  humbler  hue, 

"  That  boafls  no  depth  of  glowing  dyes, 

"  Array'd  in  unbefpangled  blue, 

**  The  fimple  cloathing  of  the  flcies —  60 

**  This  flower,  with  balmy  fweetnefs  bleft, 

**  May  yet  thy  languid  life  renew  j"" 

He  faid,  and  to  the  violet's  breaft 

The  little  vagrant  faintly  flew.  64 

FABLE  VI. 

THE   QUEEN  OF  THE  MEADOW  AND  THE    CROWJI 
IMPERIAL. 

FROM  Baftria's  vales,  where  beauty  blows 
Luxuriant  in  the  genial  day : 
Where  flowers  a  bolder  gem  difclofe. 
And  deeper  drink  the  golden  ray  : 

From  Baftria's  vales  to  Britain's  fliore  5 

What  time  the  crown  imperial  came. 
Full  high  the  ftately  ftranger  bore 
The  honours  of  his  birth  and  narae« 

In  all  the  pomp  of  eaftern  ftate. 

In  all  the  eailern  glory  gay,  le 

He  bade,  with  native  pride  elate. 

Each  flower  of  humbler  birth  obey. 

O,  that  the  child  unborn  might  hear, 
Ner  hold  it  ftrange  in  diftant  time. 
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That  freedom  e\n  lo  flowers  was  dear,  15 

To  flowers  that  bloom'd  in  Britain's  clime  I 

Through  purple  meads,  and  fpicy  eal^s. 

Where  Strymon's  *  filver  waters  ph. /\ 

While  far  from  hence  :helr  goddefs  dwells, 

She  rules  with  delegated  fw?v.  20 

That  fway  the  crown  imperial  four^ht. 
With  high  demand  and  haughty  mien  : 
But  equal  claim  a  rival  brought, 
A  rival,   caird  the  meadow's  queen. 

*'  In  climes  of  orient  gloiy  born,  25 

"  Where  beauty  firft  and  empire  grew  j 
*'  Where  firll  unfolds  the  golden  morn, 
**  Where  richer  falls  the  fragrant  dew  : 

*'  In  light's  etherial  beauty  dreft, 

*'  Behold,""  he  cried,  "  the  favoured  flov^^'r,  30 

*'  Which  Flora's  high  commands  in  veil, 

*'  With  enfigns  of  imperial  power! 

*'  Where  proftrate  vales,  and  blufliing  meads, 

*'  And  bending  mountains  own  his  fway, 

*'  While  Perlia's  lord  his  empire  leads,  35 

**  And  bids  the  trembling  world  obey  j 

**  While  blood  bedews  the  ftraining  bow, 

**  And.  conquell  rends  the  fcatter'd  air, 

"  'Tis  mine  to  bmd  the  vigor's  brow, 

**  And  reign  in  envied  glory  there  ?  40 

"  Then  lowly  bow,  ye  Britifh  flowers  ! 
*•  Confels  your  monarch's  mighty  fway, 
*'  And  own  the  only  glory  yours, 
<«  When  fear  flies  trembling  to  obey." 

He  faid,  and  fudden  o'er  the  plain,  45 

From  flower  to  flower  a  murmur  ran  j 
"With  modeft  air,  and  milder  flrain, 
W^hen  thus  the  meadow's  queen  began. 

*  The  Ionian  Strymon, 
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'  If  vaki  of  birth,  of  glory  vain, 

'  Or  fond  to  bear  a  regal  name,  ^o 

'  The  pride  of  folly  brings  difdain, 

'  And  bids  me  urge  a  tyrant's  claim  ; 

'  If  war  my  peac  ful  realms  affail, 

*  And'  then,  unmov''d  by  pity's  call, 

'  I  fmile  to  fee  the  bleeding  vale,  ^5 

*  Or  feel  one  joy  in  nature's  fall : 

*  Then  may  each  juflly  vengeful  flower 

'  Purfue  her  queen  with  generous  ftrife, 

*  Nor  leave  the  hand  of  lawlefs  power 

*  Such  compafs  on  the  fcale  of  life.  6« 

'  One  fimple  virtue  all  my  pride  ! 

'  The  wifh  that  flies  to  mifery's  aid  ! 

'  The  balm  that  flops  the  crimfon  tide* 

'  And  heals  the  wound  that  war  has  made." 

Their  free  confent  by  zephyrs  borne,  65 

The  flov^'ers  their  meadow's  queen  obey  j 

And  fairer  bluflies  crown'd  the  morn, 

Aud  fweeter  fragrance  fili'd  the  day,  6Z 

«  Tlie  property  of  that  fl«w»r. 


iSa  L'ANCHORNE'S  POEMS. 

FABLE  VII. 

THE  WALL-FLOWER. 

*«  T  T  7HY  loves  my  flower,  the  fweeteft  flower 
<t    V  V    That  Iwell s  the  golden  bieafl:  of  May, 
•*  Thrown  rudely  o'er  this  ruin'd  tower, 
**  To  wafte  her  iolitaiy  day  ? 

**  Why,  when  the  mead,  the  fplcy  vale,  5 

•'  The  grove  and  genial  garden  call, 
<*  Will  flie  her  fragrant  foul  exhale, 
**  Unheeded  on  the  lonely  wall  ? 

**  For  never  fure  was  beauty  born 

**  To  live  in  death's  deferted  fliade  !  lo 

**  Come  lovely  flower,  my  banks  adorn, 

**  My  banks  for  life  and  beauty  made." 

Thus  Pity  wak'd  the  tender  thought, 

And  by  her  fweet  perfuafion  led. 

To  feize  the  hermit-flower  I  fought,  15 

And  bear  her  from  her  ftony  bed. 

I  fought— but  fudden  on  mine  ear 

A  voice  in  hollow  murmurs  broke. 

And  Irnote  my  heart  with  holy  fear — 

The  genius  of  the  ruin  fpoke.  20 

**  From  thee  be  far  th""  ungentle  deed, 

*'  The  honours  of  the  dead  to  fpoil, 

*' Or  take  the  fole  remaining  meed, 

*'  ihe  flower  that  crowns  their  former  toil  I 

*'  Nor  deem  that  flower  the  garden's  foe,  25 

* '  Or  fond  to  grace  this  barren  fliade  j 
*'  'Tis  nature  tells  her  to  beftow 
**  Her  honours  on  the  lonely  dead. 

**  For    this  obedient  zephyrs  bear 

**  Her  light  feeds  round  yon  turret's  mold,  3  j 

**  And  undifpers'd  by  tempefts  there, 

*'  They  rife  in  vegetable  gold. 
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**  Nor  fliall  thy  wonder  wake  to  fee 
**  Such  defert  fcenes  diilinclion  crave  ; 
"  Oft  have  they  been,  and  oft  fhall  be  35 

*'  Truth's,  honour's,  valour's,  beauty's  grave. 

"  Where  longs  to  fall  that  rifted  fpire, 

**  As  weary  of  th'  infulting  air  ; 

*'  The  poet's  thought,  the  warrior's  fire, 

"  The  lover's  fighs  are  fleeping  there.  4© 

**  When  that  too  (hakes  the  trembling  ground, 
*'  Borne  down  by  fome  tempeftuous  fky, 
*^  And  many  a  flumb'ring  cottage  round 
*'  Startles- -how  ftill  their  hearts  will  lie  ! 

*^  Of  them  who,  wrapt  In  earth  fo  cold,  45 

**  No  more  the  fniling  day  fliall  view, 
**  Should  many  a  tender  tale  be  told  j 
*'  For  many  a  tender  thought  is  due. 

**  Haft  thou  not  feen  feme  lover  pale, 

*'  When  evening  brought  the  penfive  hour,  50 

"  Step  (lowly  o'er  the  fliadowy  vale, 

**  And  ftop  to  pluck  the  frequent  flower  ? 

**  Thofe  flowers  he  furely  meant  to  ftrew 

**  On  loft  affe61ion's  lowly  cell ; 

"  Though  there,  as  fond  remembrance  grew,  55 

"  Forgotten,  from  his  hand  they  fell. 

**  Has  not  for  thee  the  fragrant  thorn  / 

"  Been  taught  her  fir  ft  rofe  to  refign  j 

*'  With  vain  but  pious  fondnefs  borne 

*^  To  deek  thy  Nancy's  honour'd  flirine?  69 

**  'Tis  nature  pleading  In  the  breaft, 
**  Fair  memory  of  her  works  to  find  j 
*'  And  when  to  fate  flie  yields  the  reft, 
**  She  claims  the  monumental  mind. 

«  Why,  elfe,  the  o'ergrown  paths  of  time  65 

"  Would  thus  the  letter'd  fage  explore, 

"  With  pain  thefe  crumbling  ruins  climb, 

*'  And  on  the  doubtful  fculpture  pore  ? 
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"  Why  feeks  he  with  unwearied  toil 

*'  Through  death's  dim  walks  fo  urge  his  way,       70 

"  Reclaim  hi3  Icng-afTerted  fpoll, 

"  And  lead  oblivion  into  day  ? 

*'  'Tis  nature  prompts,  by  toll  to  fear 

*'  UnmovM  to  range  through  death's  domain: 

*'  The  tender  parent  loves  to  hear  75 

"  Her  children's  i'tory  told  again. 

*'  Treat  not  witli  {corn  his  thoughtful  hours, 

*'  If  haply  near  thefe  haunts  he  ftray  j 

*'  Nor  take  the  fair  enlivening  fl3v/crs 

**  That  bloom  to  cheer  his  lonely  way,'*  f  o 

FABLE  Vlir. 

THE  TULIP  AND  THE  MYRTLE  *. 

'nr^WAS  on  the  border  of  a  ftrcam 

Jl  a  gaily -painted  tulip  flood. 
And,  gilded  bv  the  morning  beam. 
Surveyed  her  beauties  in  the  flood. 

And  fure,  mo're  lovely  to  behold,  5 

Might  nothing  meet  the  wiftful  eye  j 
Than  crimfon  fading  into  gold, 
In  ftreaks  of  fairer  fymmetry. 

The  beauteous  flower,  with  pride  elate. 

Ah  me  !  that  pride  with  beauty  dwells  I  10 

Vainly  affecls  liiperior  ftate, 

And  thus  in  empty  fancy  fwells. 

<*  O  luftre  of  unrivaird  bloom  ! 

*'  Fair  painting  of  a  hand  divine  '. 

*•  Superior  far  to  mortal  doom,  15 

"  The  hues  of  heaven  alone  are  mine  ! 

*'  Away,  ye  worthiefs  formlefsrace  ! 

"  Ye  weeds  that  boaft  the  name  of  flowers, 

»  This  fahle«\ras  firft  publifhed  in  e  QoHeftiofi  of  Letters,  fuppofed  f 
hav«  paffcd  betweefft  St.  Eyremond  aid  Vfaller.    ., 
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*'  No  more  my  native  bed  difgrace, 

**  Unmeet  for  tribes  fo  mean  as  yours  !  20 

*'  Shall  the  bright  daughter  of  the  fun 

"  Afiociate  with  the  fhrubs  of  earth  ? 

*'  Ye  flaves,  your  fovereign's  prefence  fliun! 

**  Refpe6l  her  beauties  and  her  birth. 

**  And  thou,  dull,  fullen  evergreen !  3^ 

"  Shalt  thou  my  fliining  fphere  invade, 
'*  My  noon-day  beauties  beam  unfeen, 
*'  Obfcur'd  beneath  thydufky  fliade  V 


Deluded  flower!"  the  myrtle 


cries 


*'  Shall  we  thy  moment's  bloom  adore  ?  30 

"  The  meaneft"  flirub  that  you  defpife, 
"  The  meaneft  flower  has  merit  more. 

**  That  daify,  in  its  fimple  bloom, 

"  Shall  laft  along  the  changing  year  j 

*^  BluHi  on  the  fnow  of  winter's  gloom,  35 

'<  And  bid  the  fmiling  fpring  appear. 

*^  The  violet  that,  thofe  banks  beneath, 
«•'  Hides  from  thy  fcorn  its  modeft  head, 
<'  Shall  fill  the  air  with  fragrant  breath, 
«  When  thou  art  in  thy  duity  bed.  ,     40 

*'  Ev'n  I,  who  boaft  no  golden  fliade, 
"  Am  of  no  fliining  tints  pt)flcfs'd, 
**  When  low  thy  lucid  form  is  laid, 
«'  Shall  bloom  on  many  a  lovely  breafl:. 

"  And  he,  whofe  kind  and  foftering  care  45 

*'  To  thee,  to  me,  our  beings  gave, 

"  Shall  near  his  bread  my  flowreis  wear, 

<«  iVnd  walk  regardlefs  o'er  thy  grave. 

*'  Deluded  flower,  the  friendly  fcreen 

<*  That  hides  thee  from  the  noon-tide  ray,  c^o 

*'  And  mocks  thy  paflionto  be  feen,  1 

"  Prolongs  the  tranfitory  day. 
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**  But  kimlly  deeds  with  fcorn  repaid, 
'*  No  more  by  virtue  need  be  done  j 
*'  I  now  withdraw  my  dufky  Ihade, 
*  And  yield  thee  to  thy  darling  fon." 

Fierce  on  the  flower  the  fcorching  beam 
With  all  its  weight  of  glory  fell  5 
The  flower  exulting  caught  the  gleara, 
And  lent  its  leaves  a  bolder  fmdl. 

Expanded  by  the  fearching  fire. 
The  curling  leaves  the  bread  difclosM  : 
The  mantling  bloom  was  painted  higlior. 
And  every  latent  charm  expos'd. 

But  when  the  fun  was  Aiding  low. 
And  evening  came,  with  dews  fo  cold  ; 
The  wonton  bea\Jty  ceas'd  to  blow, 
And  fought  her  beisding  leaves  to  fold. 

Thofe  leaves,  alas  I   no  more  would  clofc  j 
Kelax'd,  exhaufted,  fickening,  pale  5 
They  left  her  to  a  parent's  woes, 
And  fled  before  the  rifrng^gak. 


SS 
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FABLE  IX. 

THE  BEE-FLOWER.* 

COME,  let  US  leave  this  painted  plain  : 
This  wafte  of  flowers  that  palls  the  eye  ; 
The  walks  of  nature's  wilder  reign 
Shall  pleafe  in  plainer  majefty. 

Through  thofe  fair  fcenes,  where  yet  fhe  owes  5 

Superior  charms  to  Brockman's  art, 
Where,  crown'd  with  elegant  repofe, 
He  cherifhes  the  focial  heart — 

Through  thofe  fair  fcenes  we'll  wander  wild. 
And  on  yon  pafture  mountains  reft  :  10 

Come,  brother  dear  I  come,  nature's  child  ! 
With  all  her  fimple  virtues  bleft. 

The  fun  far-feen  on  diftant  towers. 

And  clouding  groves  and  peopled  feas, 

And  ruins  pale  of  princely  bowers  15 

On  Beachborough's  airy  heights  fhall  pleafe. 

Nor  lifelefs  there  the  lonely  fcene  j 

The  little  labourer  of  the  hive. 

From  flower  to  flower,  from  green  to  green, 

Munnurs,  and  makes  the  wild  alive.  29 

See,   on  that  flowret's  velvet  breaft 
How  dole  the  b\rly  vagrant  4ies  ! 
His  thin-wrought  plume,  his  downy  breaft. 
The  ambrofial  gold  that  fwells  his  thighs  ! 

Rcgardlefs,  whilft  we  wander  near,  25 

Thrifty  of  time,  his  taik  he  plies  j 

♦  This  is  a  fpecies  of  the  Orchis,  which  is  found  in  the  barren  and 
moautainous  parts  of  Linconrtiire,  Worcefter/hire,  Kent,  and  Herlford- 
fliire.  Nature  has  formed  a  bee  apparently  teeriiug  o»  the  breaft  of  the 
flower  with  fo  much  cxaftnefs,  that  it  is  inipoflible  at  a  very  fmall  diftance 
to  diftinguilh  the  impofitioii.  For  this  puriofe,  fhe  his  obferved  an  econo- 
my different  from  what  is  found  in  moil-  other  fiuwcrs,  ant:  has  liid  th« 
petals  hurizontally.  The  g«Lnius  of  the  Orchis,  or  Satynon,  rtie  feems  pro- 
felTediy  to  have  made  ufe  of  for  her  paintings,  and  on  the  ditTcrent  fpecie* 
has  drawn  the  perfcft  forms  af  differsit  iafeds,  fiich  as  bees,  flies,  but- 
tsrflies,  &c. 
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Or  fees  he  no  intruder  neai*, 
And  refts  in  fleep  his  weary  eyes. 

Perhaps  his  fragrant  load  may  bind 

His  limbs  ; — we'll  fet  the  captive  free —  30 

I  fought  the  living  bee  to  find, 

And  found  the  pi(5lui-e  of  a  bee. 

Attentive  to  our  trifling  felves, 

From  thence  we  plan  the  rule  of  all  j 

Thus  nature  with  the  fabled  elves  35 

We  rank,  and  thefe  her  fports  we  call. 

Be  far,  my  friends,  from  you,  from  me, 

Th'  unhailow'd  term,  the  thought  profane, 

That  life's  majeftic  fource  may  be 

In  idle  fancy's  trifling  vein.  40 

Remember  ftill,  'tis  nature's  plan 
Religion  in  your  love  to  find  ; 
And  know,  for  this,  flie  nri't  in  man 
Infplr'd  the  imitative  mind. 

As  confcious  that  affeclion  grows,  4.5 

Pleased  with  the  pencil's  mimic  power*  ; 
That  power  with  leading  hand  fiie  Ihows, 
And  paints  a  bee  upon  a  flower. 

Mark,  how  that  rooted  mandrake  wears 

His  human  feet,  his  human  hands  !  50 

Oft,  as  his  (liapely  form  he  tears, 

Aghaft  the  frighted  ploughman  ftands. 

See  where.  In  yonder  orient  ftone. 

She  feems  ev'n  with  herfelf  at  itrife  ; 

While  fairer  from  her  hand  is  fnown  55 

The  pi6lur'd  than  the  native  life. 

Helvetia's  rocks,  Sabrina's  waves, 
Still  many  a  fhining  pebble  bear, 

»  The  weU  known  Fables  of  the  Painter  and  Statuary  that  fell  in  love 
with  objefts  of  ihe'T  own  creation,  plainly  arofe  from  the  idea  of  that 
attachment,  whicli  foUovr*  the  imitation  of  igrcMbi©  objcfts,  ti.  the  ob- 
jefts  imit»t9*. 
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Where  oft  her  ftudlous  hand  engraves 

The  perfe6t  form,  and  leaves  it  there.  60 

O  long  may  Paxton*,  boaft  her  art  j 

And  long  lier  love  of  laws  fulfil : 

To  thee  ihc  gave  her  hand  and  heart. 

To  thee,  her  kindnefs  and  her  fkill  I  64 

FABLE  X. 

THE  WILDING  AND  THE  BllOOM. 

IN  yonder  green  wood  blows  the  broom  j 
Shepherd's,  we'll  truft  our  flocks  to  Itray, 
Court  Nature  in  her  fwceteft  bloom. 
And  Ileal  from  care  one  fummer-day. 

From  him  f  whofe  gay  and  graceful  brow  5 

Fair-handed  Hume  with  rofes  binds, 
We'll  learn  to  breathe  the  tender  vow,"] 
Where  flow  the  fairy  Fortha  winds. 

And  oh !  that  he  J  whofe  gentle^  breafl: 

In  Nature's  fofteft  mould  was  made,  X® 

Who  left  her  fmiling  works  impreft: 

In  chara6lfrs  that  cannot  fade  j 

That  he  might  leave  his  lowly  flirlne. 

Though  fofter  there,  the  fealbns  fall— 

They  come,  the  fons  of  verfe  divine,  15 

They  come  to  fancy's  magic  call.  ^ 

What  airy  founds  invite 


*'  My  fteps  not  unreluftant,  from  the  depth 

"  Of  Shene's  delightful  groves  ?   Repofuig  there, 

"  No  more  I  hear  the  bufy  voice  of  men 

*'  Far-toiling  o'er  the  globe — fave  to  the  call 

*'  Of  foul-exalting  poetry,   the  ear 

^'  Of  death  denies  attention,     Rous'd  by  her, 

«  An  ingenious  Portrait  Painter  in  Rathbone  Place. 
f  Willittm  HaaiiltOB  of  Bangour. 
J  Tiiomfon. 
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**  The  genius  of  fepulchral  filence  opes 
<^  His  drowfy  cells,  and  yields  us  to  the  day.  25 

**  For  thee,  whole  hand,  whatever  paints  the  fpring, 
*^  Or  fwells  on  Summer's  breaft,   or  loads  the  lap 
**  Of  Autumn,  gathers  heedful — Thee  whofe  rites  ' 
*'  At  nature's  (hrine  with  holy  care  are  paid 
**  Dailv  and  nightly;   boughs  of  brighteft  green,      30 
*'  And  every  faireft  rofe,  the  god  of  groves, 
*'  The  queen  of  flowers,   fhall  fweeler  fave  for  thee, 
**  Yet  not  if  beauty  only  claim  thy  lay, 
"  Tunefully  trifling.     Fair  philofophy, 
*'  And  nature's  love,  and  every  moral  charm  35 

"  That  leads  in  fweet  captivity  the  mind 
•*  To  virtue — ever  in  thy  neareft  cares 
*'  Be  thefe,   and  animate  thy  living  page 
*«  With  truth  refiftlefs,  beamimg  from  the  fource 
*''  Of  perfeft  light  immortal — Vainly  boafts  40 

*'  That  golden  broom  its  funny  robe  of  flowers  : 
*'  Fair  are  the  funny  flowers ;   but,  fading  foon 
"  And  fruitlefs,  yield  the  forefter's  regard 
"  To  the  well-loaded  wilding — fliepherd,  there 
**  Behold  the  fate  of  fong,  and  lightly  deem  45 

'*  Of  all  but  moral  beauty." 

"  Not  in  vain" — » 

I  hear  my  Hamilton  reply 

(The  torch  of  fancy  in  his  eye), 

**  'Tis  not  in  vain,"  I  hear  him  fay,  50 

**  That  nature  paints  her  works  lb  gay; 

**  For,  fruitlefs  though  that  fairy  broom, 

*'  Yet  ftill  we  love  her  lavifh  bloom. 

•*  Cheer'd  with  that  bloom,    yon  deiert  wild 

**  Its  native  horrors  loft,  and  fmil'd.  55 

**  And  oft  we  mark  her  golden  ray, 

**  Along  the  dark  wood  fcatter  day. 

**  Of  moral  ufes  take  the  ftrife  j 
*'  Leave  me  the  elegance  of  life. 

<*  Whatever  charms  the  ear  or  eye,  6* 

**  AH  beauty  and  all  harmony  j 
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"  If  fweet  fenfations  they  produce, 

**  I  know  they  have  their  moral  ule. 

*'  I  know  that  Nature's  chams  can  move 

"  The  Iprings  that  ftrike  to  virtue's  love. 
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FABLE  XI. 

THE  MISLETOE  AND  THE  PASSION  FLOWIR, 

IN  this  dim  cave  a  druid  fleeps, 
Where  ftops  the  paffing  gale  to  moan  j 
The  rock  he  hollov/d,  o'er  him  weeps. 
And  cold  drops  wear  the  fretted  ftone. 

In  this  dim  cave,  of  difPerent  creed,  5 

An  hermit's  holy  afhes  reft  : 

The  fchool-boy  finds  the  frequent  bead, 

Which  many  a  formal  matin  bleft. 

That  truant -time  full  well  I  know. 

When  here  I  brought,  in  ftolen  hour,  i« 

The  druid's  magic  midetoe, 

The  holv  hermit's  paffion-flower. 

The  offerings  on  the  rayftic  ftone 

Penfive  I  laid,  in  thought  profound. 

When  from  the  cave  a  deep'nlng  groan  1 5 

Iffiied,  and  froze  me  to  the  ground. 

I  hear  it  ftill — doft  thou  not  hear  ? 

Does  not  thy  haunted  fancy  ftart? 

The  found'  llill  vibrates  through  mine  ear^ — 

The  horror  rufhes  on  my  heart.  20 

Unlike  to  living  founds  it  came, 
Unmix'd,  unmelodiz'd  with  breath  ; 
But,  grinding  through  feme  fcrannel  frame, 
Creak'd  from  the  bony  lungs  of  death. 

I  hear  it  ftill — "  Depart,"  it  cries  :  a  5 

*'  No  tribute  bear  to  ftiades  unbleft : 

"  Know,  here  a  bloody  druid  lies, 

**  Who  was  not  nurs'd  at  Nature's  breaft 

*'  Affociate  he  with  demons  dire, 

**  O'er  human  vi6lims  held  the  knife,  3« 

*'  And  pleas'd  to  fee  the  babe  expire, 

**  Smil'd  grimly  o'er  its  quivering  life. 
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'*  BehoM  his  crlmfon-ftreaming  hand 
**  Ere61; ! — his  tlark,  fixM  murd'rous  eye!*' 
In  the  dim  cave  I  law  him  ftand  ;  35 

And  my  heart  died — I  felt  it  die. 

I  fee  him  ftill — Dolt  thou  not  fee 

Tlie  haggard  eyeball's  hollow  glare  ? 

And  gleams  of  wild  ferocity 

Dart  through  the  iable  fhade  of  hair  ?  4© 

What  meagre  form  behind  him  moves. 
With  eye  that  rues  th'  invading  day  j 
And  wrinkled  afpeft  wan,  that  proves 
The  mind  to  pale  remorfe  a  prey  ? 

What  wretched — Hark' — the  voice  replies,  4.5 

*'  Boy,  bcarthefe  idle  honours  hence  1 
*'  Fcr,  here  a  guilty  liei*mit  lies 
*'  Untrue  to  nature,  virtue,   ienfe. 

*'  Though  nature  lent  him  powers  to  aid 

**  The  moral  caufe,  the  mutual  weal;  5© 

*'  Thofe  powers  he  funk  in  this  dim  Ihade, 

"  The  defperate  fuicide  of  zeal. 

*'  Go,  teach  the  drone  of  faintly  haunts, 

*'  Whofe  cell's  the  fepulchre  of  time  ; 

*'  Though  many  a  holy  hymn  he  chaunts,  55 

*"  His  life  is  one  continued  crime. 

*«  And  bear  them  hence,  the  plant,  the  flower; 

"  No  fymbols  thofe  of  fyfleirs  vain  1 

*'  They  have  the  duties  of  their  hour; 

«*  Some  bird,  fome  Infed  to  fuftain."  €0 


TRANSLATIONS. 

THE  DEATH  OF  ADONIS. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  BION*.     I759. 

DON  IS  dead,  the  mufe  of  woe  fhall  mourn  j 


A^ 


Adonis  dead,  the  weeping  loves  return. 
The  queen  of  beauty  o'er  his  tomb  fliall  fhed 
Her  flowing  forrows  for  Adonis  dead  j 
For  earth's  cold  lap  her  velvet  couch  forego,  j 

And  robes  of  purple  for  the  weeds  of  woe. 
Adonis  dead,  the  mufe  of  woe  fliall  mourn  j 
Adonis  dead,   the  weeping  loves  return. 

StretchM  on  this  mountain  thy  torn  lover  lies. 
Weep,  queen  of  beauty !    for  he  bleeds — he  dies.      10 
Ah !    yet  behold  life's  laft  drops  faintly  flow, 
In  ftreams  of  purple,  o'er  thole  limbs  of  fnow  ! 

»  Bion  thepaftoral  poet  lived  in  the  time  of  Ptolemy  Philadelphus.  BJr 
tjie  epithet  2/^ufy:i»of  every  where  applied  to  him,  it  is  probable  that  he  was 
torn  at  Smyrna.  Mofchus  confirms  this,  when  he  fays  to  the  river  Meles, 
which  iiad'before  wept  for  Homer, 

Nuv  sraXjv  aXXov 

'T»?«  Saxgueif 

It  is  evident,  however,  that  he  fpent  much  of  his  time  in  Sicily,  Mo<^ 
chus,  as  he  tells  us,  was  his  fcholar ;  and  by  him  we  are  informed  that 
his  mafter  was  not  a  poor  poet.  "  Thou  halt  left  to  others  thy  riches, 
fays  he,  '■'•  but  to  me  thy  poetry."  It  api)ears  by  the  fame  author  that  he 
liied  by  poifon.  The  beft  eiiition  of  his  works  is  that  of  Paris,  by  M.  de 
Longue-Pien-e,    with  a  French  tranflation. 

Ver.  I,  Adonis,  the  favourite  of  Venus,  was  the  fon  ofCynaras,  king  of 
Cyprus.  His  ciiief  employment  was  hunting,  thougli  he  is  repreieiited  by 
Virgil  as  a  (hepherd. 

Ovis  ad  flumina  pavit  Adonis. 

He  was  killed  by  a  wild  boar,   if  we  may  believe  Prcpertius,  in  Cyprus, 

Percuffit  Adonim 

venautem  Idalio  verticedurus  Aper. 

The  annlverfary  of  his  death  was  celebrated  through  the  whole  Pagan 
world.  Ariftophanes,  in  his  Comedy  of  Peace,  reckons  the  feaft  of  Adonis 
among  the  chief  feftivals  of  the  Athenians.  The  Syrians  obferved  it  with 
sU  the  violence  of  grief,  and  the  greateft  cruelty  of  lelf-caftigation.  It  was 
celebrated  at  Alexandria  in  St.  Cyril's  time  ;  and  wlien  Julian  the  Apof- 
tate  made  his  entry  at  Antioch,  in  the  year  36-»  they  were  celebrating  the 
feaft  of  Adonis. 

The  ancients  differ  greatly  in  their  accounts  of  this  divi  ,i'j-,  Athasneus 
fays  that  he  was  the  favourite  of  Bacchus:  Plutarch  maint.iini  that  he 
and  Bacchus  are  the  fame  ;  and  that  the  Jews  abftalned  from  fwine's  fi.efl» 
becaufc  Adonis  was  killed  by  a  boar.  Aufonius,  Epig.  30,  a^rms  tiJSt 
Bacchus,  Ofiii^,  audAdonis,  are  one  and  the  fame. 
2 
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From  the  pale  cheek  the  perlfhM  roles  fly. 

And  death  dims  flow  the  ghaftly  gazing  eye. 

Kils,  kifs  thole  fading  lips,  ere  chillM  in  death  j      15 

With  Toothing  fondnels  flay  the  fleeting  breath. 

'TIs  vain ! — ah  !   give  the  Toothing  fondnefs  o'erl 

Adonis  feels  the  warm  falute  no  more. 

Adonis  dead,  the  mufe  of  woe  fliall  mourn  j 

Adonis  dead,  the  weeping  loves  return.  20 

His  faithful  dogs  bewail  their  mafter  llain, 

And  mourning  dryads  pour  the  plaintive  fl:rain. 

Not  the  fair  youth  alone  the  wound  oppreft, 
The  queen  of  beauty  bears  it  in  her  breaft. 
Her  feet  unfandaPd ,  floating  wild  her  hair,  7.5 

Her  alpe6l  woeful,  and  her  bofom  bare, 
Diitrell,  flie  wanders  the  wild  waft:es  forlorn. 
Her  facred  limbs  by  ruthlefs  brambles  torn. 
Loud  as  fhe  grieves,  iurrounding  rocks  complain, 
And  Echo  through  the  long  vales^calls  her'abfent  twain. 
Adonis  hears  not :  Life's  laft  drops  fall  flow  31 

In  ftreams  of  purple,  down  his  limbs  of  fnow. 
The  weeping  Cupids  round  their  queen  deplore. 
And  mourn  her  beauty  and  her  love  no  more. 
Each  rival  grace  that  glow'd  with  confcious  pride,  35 
Each  charm  of  Venus  with  Adonis  dy'd. 
Adonis  dead,  the  vocal  hills  bemoan. 
And  hollow  groves  return  the  faddening  groan. 

Ver.  2r,  24.    The  lines  in  the  original  ran  thuss 

Ayfioy  ayqiov  t\x.o;  £'X,fi  KO-rx  /xvfov  A?u/vi.-, 

KcVvov  ij.ev  fj-i^t  TTjtsSa  <ptXoi  xovej  w^uo-avroj 
Kat  Nu/^<f)a!»  xAaiao-Jv  o^etaSaf. 

The  two  firft  of  thefe  lines  contain  a  kind  of  witticifm,  which  it  was 
better  tn  ayoi^.  This  author  had,  however,  too  much  true  genius  to  b^ 
fbnd  of  thel'e  little  affertei  turns  of  expreinoii,  wii^ch  Mulkiis  and  others 
have  been  induftrious  to  ftrike  out. 

Tnefe  four  verfes  are  traufpoled  in  the  trannation,  for  the  fake  of  the 
connexion. 

ver.  27.  This  image  of  the  forrow  of  Venus  is  very  afFefting,  and  is  in  . 
troJuced  in  this  place  with  great  beauty  and  propriety.  Indeed,  moft  mo- 
dern poets  feemtohav*  obferved  it,  and  have  profited  by  it  in  their  fccM 
«('  elegiac  wee. 
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'I  he  1  welling  floods  witli  rea-born  Venus' weep. 
And  roll  in  mournful  murmurs  to  the  deep  :  4.» 

In  melting  tears  the  mountain-lprings  comply  ; 
The  flowers  low-drooping,  blufh  withgricl,  and  die, 
Cythera's  groves  with  drains  of  ibrrow  ring  : 
The  dirge  funereal  her  fad  cities  ling. 
Hark!   pitying  echoes  Vciias''  fighs  return j  4.5 

Wliew  Venus  fighs,  can  ought  forbear  to  mourn  ? 
But  v/hen  flie  fawhcr  fainting  lover  lie, 
The  wide  wound  g'lping  on  the  withering  thigh  5 
But  ftrcaming  when  flie  faw  life's  })ui-ple  tide, 
Stretch'd  her  fair  arm;*,  with  trembling  voice  fhe  cry'^ol; 
Yet  ftay,  lovM  youth!  a  moment  ere  we  part,  51c 

O  let  me  kii's  thee  I — hold  thee  to  my  heart ! 
A  little  moment,  dear  Adonis!  flay. 
And  kifs  thy  Venus  ere  thofe  lips  are  clay. 
Let  thofe  dear  lips  by  mine  once  more  be  preft,         55 
Till  thy  laft  breath  expire  into  my  breall  j 
Tlicn  when  life's  ebbing  pulfe  (carcc,  fcarce  can  more, 
I'll  catch  thy  foul,  and  drink  thy  dying  love. 
That  lafl-left  pledge  rtiall  footh  my  tortur'd  breaft, 

When  thou  art  gone. ■  6m 

When,  far  from  me,  thy  gentle  ghoft  explores 
Infernal  Pluto's  grimly-glooming  fhores. 

Wretch  that  I  am  !   immortal  and  divme, 
In  life  iinprifon'd  whom  the  fates  confine. 
He  comes  !  receive  him  to  thine  iron  arms  ;  65 

BJeit  quetn  of  death  \  receive  the  prince  of  charms : 

ver.  39.     When  the  poet  makes  the  rivers  mourn  for  Venus,  He  very  pr»- 
,    rly  calls  her  AiCpfoSiTa  j  '"J^  this  propriety  perhaps  was  merely  accidentfll, 
,    e  has  given  her  the  fame  appellation  when  fhe  wanders  the  defcrt. 
ver.  42. 

Av^ix  5'  J|  oSuvaf  lfufic3Stv£T«f. 

Palcnefs  being  the  known  effeft  of  grief,   we  do  not   at   firtl  fight   accept 
This  expreffion;    hut  when  we  confider  that  the  firft  emotions  of  it  are  at- 
tended with  blulhes,   we  arc  pleal'ed  with-the  obfcrvaton. 
ver.  4J.  ^  ^ 

n«VTa5  ova*  KOj/x.-Kf  jtai  ava  7^o7%r/  6i)c]fov   a(ri5ti« 
This   pafT.ige   the     fcholiaft    have    entirely    niifunlcr    cod.     They    Tmlg« 
u5i^;?)  Ve:iiis,     for  which   they    have  neither  any   authority,   the   nori«A 

,   ;ime  the  borrows  from  th  t  ifland  be  a    always  •''.  jIe^-.o^i  nor  in  the  Jiggt 

, -liability  from  the  connexion. 
This  proves  that  the  ifland  Cythera  waa  the  place  where  Adonis  perilh,^ 

axwjtjjftauding  the  opinion  of  Propertius  and  others  t»  ih«   contj'ary. 
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For  happier  thou,  to  whole  wide  realms  repair 
Whatever'^  lovely,  and  whatever's  fair. 
The  fmiles  of  joy,  the  golden  hours  are  fled  j 
Grief,  only  grief,  furvives  Adonis  dead.  70 

The  loves  around  in  idle  ibrrow  Hand, 
And  the  dim  torch  falls  from  the  vacant  hand. 
Hence  the  vain  zone  !  the  myrtle's  flow''ry  pride  ! 
Delight  and  beauty  with  Adonis  dy'd. 

Why  didft  thou,  venturous,  the  wild  chafe  explore,  7^ 
From  his  dark  lair  to  roule  the  tufky  boar  ? 
Far  other  fport  might  thofe  fair  limbs  effay. 
Than  the  rude  combat,  or  the  favage  fray. 

Thus  Venus  griev'd — the  Cupids  round  deplore. 
And  mourn  her  beauty  and  her  love  no  more.  8© 

Now  flowing  tears  in  filent  grief  complain, 
Mix  v/ith  the  purple  ftreams,  and  flood  the  plain. 
Yet  not  in  vain  thole  facred  drops  fliall  flow. 
The  purple  ftreams  in  blufliing  rofes  glow  j 
And  catcliing  life  from  ev'ry  falling  tear,  ?5 

Their  azure  heads  anemonies  fliall  rear. 

But  ceafe  in  vain  to  cherifii  dire  defpair, 
Nor  mourn  unpitied  to  the  mountain  air, 
The  laft  fad  office  let  thy  hand  fupply, 
Stretch  the  fl:iff  limbs,  and  clofe  the  glaring  eye.        50 
That  form  reposYi  beneath  a  bridal  veft, 
May  cheat  thy  forrows  with  the  feint  of  reft. 
For  lovely  fmile  thofe  lips,  though  void  of  breath. 
And  fair  thofe  features  in  the  fliade  of  death, 
Hafte,  fill  with  flow'rs,  vs'ith  rofy  wreaths  his  bed  ;  95 
Pv^rifn  the  flow'rs,  the  prince  of  beauty's  dead. 
Round  the  pale  corfe  each  breathing  efl!tnce  ftrew. 
Let  weeping  myrtles  pour  their  balmy  dew; 
Perifli  the  balms,  unable  to  reftore 
Thofe  vital  fweets  of  love  that  charm  no  more!      io» 

'Tis  done — Behold,  with  purple  robes  array'd, 
In  mournful  ftate  the  clay-cold  limbs  are  laid. 
The  loves  lament  with  all  the  rage  of  woe, 
btamp  on  the  dart,  and  break  the  ufelefs  bow. 
Officious  thefe  the  wat'ry  urn  fupply,  105 

Unbind  the  bulkin'd  lejj,  and  wafh  the  bleeding  thigh. 
R  3 


19?  larghorne's  poems- 

O'er  the  pale  body  thole  their  light  v/Ings  ware. 
As  yet,  though  vain,  iblicitous  to  iav  . 

All  wild  with  grief,  their  haplels  queen  deplore, 
And  mourn  her  beauty  and  her  love  no  more,  no 

Deje(5led  Hymen  droops  his  head  forlorn, 
Hi§  torch  extindl,  and  flow'ry  treiTes  torn  r 
For  nuptial  airs,  and  fangs  of  joy,  remain 
The  fad,  flow  dirge,  the  Ibrrow-breathing  ftrahi. 
Who  would  not,  when  Adonis  dies,  deplore  ?         j  1 5 
Who  would  not  weep  when  Hymen  fmiles  no  more? 
The  graces  mourn  the  prince  of  beauty  llain. 
Loud  as  Dione  on  her  native  main  : 
The  fates  relenting  join  the  general  woe, 
And  call  the  lover  from  the  realms  below.  ii» 

Vain  hopelefs  grief!  can  living  founds  pervade 
The  dark,  dead  regions  of  eternal  fiiade  ^ 
Spare,  Venus,  fpare  that  too  luxuriant  tear. 
For  the  long  forrows  of  the  mourntul  year.  124 

Vcr.  124.  Numa  feems  to  have  borrowed  the  cuftom  he  inftltuted  t>f 
oiourning  »  year  for  the  deceifed  from  the  Greeks;  for  though  it  isfniffl 
only  ten  monthsjwere  fet  apart,  yet  ten  mouths  were  the  j-ear  of  AomwlB* 
»iU  regulated  by  his  fucceflbr. 
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THE  HAPPINESS  OF  A  MODERATE  FORTUNE 

AND 

MODERATE  DESIRES. 
yROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  MR.  CRESSET.      1760. 

O  GOODNESS  of  the  golden  mean, 
Vv  horn  flill  misjudging  folly  fliei, 
Seduc'd  by  each  delufive  Tceue  j 
Thy  only  fuhje6ls  are  the  wife. 

Thefe  fcek  thy  paths  with  nobler  aim,  5 

And  trace  them  to  the  gates  of  fame. 

See  fofter'd  in  thy  fav'ring  fhade 

Each  tender  bard  of  verfe  divine  ! 

Who,  lur'd  by  Fortune's  vain  parade, 

Had  never  form'd  the  tuneful  line ;  l© 

By  Fortune  lur'd,  or  Want  confin'd, 

Whofe  cold  hand  chills  the  genial  mind. 

In  vain  you  flight  the  flowery  crown 

That  fame  wreathes  round  the  favourM  head  ! 

Whilft:  iaureli'd  Vi£lory  and  Renown  1 5 

Their  heroes  from  thy  fliades  have  led  j 

There  formed  from  courtly  foffnefs  free. 

By  rigid  Virtue  and  by  thee. 

By  thee  were  form'd,  from  cities  far, 

Fabricius  juft,  Camillus  wife,  20 

Thofe  philofophic  fohs  of  war. 

That  from  imperial  dignities 

Returning,  plough 'd  their  native  plain. 

And  plac'd  their  laurels  in  thy  fane. 

Thrice  happy  he,  on  whofe  calm  breaft  a^ 

The  fmiles  of  peaceful  wifdom  play, 

With  all  thy  fober  charms  pofleft, 

Whofe  wifhes  never  learnt  to  ilray. 

Whom  truth,  of  pleafures  pure,  but  grave, 

Ai"vd  pcnfive  thoy^hls  from  folly  fave.  30 


a<SO  LANGHORNE'S  POEMS. 

Far  from  the  crowd's  lovv-thoughted  ftrife, 
From  all  that  bounds  fair  Freedom's  aim, 
He  envies  not  the  pomp  of  life, 

A  length  of  rent-roll,  or  of  name  :  34. 

For  lafe  he  views  the  vale-grown  elm,  [whelm. 

While  thunder  Ibunding  llorms  the  mountain  pineo'er- 

Of  Cenfure's  frown  he  feels  no  dread. 

No  fear  he  knows  of  vulgar  eyes, 

Whofe  thought,  to  nobler  obje6ls  led. 

Far,  far  o'er  their  horizon  flies  !  40 

With  Reafon's  fuffrage  at  his  fide, 

Whofe  firm  heart  refts  felf-fatisfied. 

And  while  alternate  conqueft  fvvays 

The  northern  or  the  fouthern  fliore. 

He  fmiles  at  Fortune's  giddy  maze,  45 

And  calmly  hears  the  v/ild  (lorm  roar. 

E'en  Nature's  groans,  unmov'd  with  fear. 

And  burfting  worlds  he'd  calmly  hear. 

Such  are  the  faithful  hearts  you  love, 

O  Friend fhip  fair,  immortal  maid  j  5» 

The  few  caprice  ccidd  never  move, 

The  few  whom  interell  never  fway'd  j 

Nor  ihed  imfeen,  with  hate  refin'd, 

The  pale  cares  o'er  the  gloomy  mind. 

Soft  fleep,  that  lov'ft  the  peaceful  cell,  55 

On  thefe  defcends  thy  balmy  power  j 

While  no  terrific  dreams  diipel 

The  (lumbers  of  the  fober  hour  ; 

Which  oft,  array'd  in  darknefs  drear,     . 

Wake  the  wild  eye  of  pride  to  fear.  f»9 

Content  with  all  a  farai  would  yield. 
Thus  Sidon's  monarch  liv'd  unknown. 
And  figh'd  to  leave  his  little  field 

For  the  long  glories  of  a  throne ■ 

There  once  more  happy  and  more  free  ^5 

Than  rank'tl  witli  Dido's  anctftry. 
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With  thefe  pacific  virtues  bleft, 
Thefe  charms  of  philofophlc  eafe. 
Wrapt  in  your  Richmond's  tranquil  reft. 

You  pafs,  dear  C ,  your  ufeful  days,  70 

Where  Thames  your  filent  vallies  laves, 
iProud  of  his  yet  untaiated  waves. 

Should  life's  more  public  fcenes  engage 

Your  time  that  thus  confident  flows. 

And  following  ilill  thefe  maxims  fage  75 

For  ever  brings  the  fame  repofe  j 

Your  worth  may  greater  fame  procure. 

But  hope  not  happinefs  fo  fiire.  T^ 
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SONNET  CLXXIX. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  PETRARCH.      176^, 

THOUGH  nobly  born,  to  humble  life  refign'd ; 
The  pureft  heart,  the  moft  enlighten'd  mindj 
A  vernal  flow'r  that  bears  the  fruits  of  age  I 
A  cheerful  fpirit,  with  an  afpeft  fage, — 
The  power  thai  rules  the  planetary  train  5 

To  her  has  given,  nor  fhall  his  gifts  be  vain. 
But  on  her  worth,  her  various  praife  to  dwell. 
The  ti  uth,  the  merits  of  her  life  to  tell. 
The  mufe  herfelf  would  own  the  talk  too  hard, 
'Too  great  the  labour  for  the  happieft  bard.  10 

Drefs  that  derives  from  native  beauty  grace. 
And  love  that  holds  with  honefty  his  place; 
A6lion  that  fpeaks — and  eyes  whofe  piercing  ray 
Might  kindle  darknefs,  or  obfcure  the  day  I  34. 

SONNET  CCLXXIX. 

FRORI  THE   SAME, 

FALL'N  the  fair  column,  blafted  is  the  bay, 
Tiiat  fliaded  once  my  folitary  fhore ! 
I've  loli  what  hope  can  never  give  me  more. 
Though  fought  from  Indus  to  the  clofing  day. 
My  two-fold  treafure  death  hath  fnach'd  away,  5 

My  pride,  my  pleafure  left  me  to  deplore  : 
What  fields  far  cultur'd,  nor  imperial  fway. 
Nor  orient  gold,  nor  jewels  can  reftore. 
O  deftiny  fevere  of  Ijuman  kind  ! 

What  portion  have  we  unbedew'd  with  tears  ?  10 

The  downcaft  vifage,  and  the  peniive  mind 
Through  the  thin  veil  of  fmiling  life  appears  j 
And  in  one  moment  vanidi  into  wind 
The  hard  earn'd  fruits  of  long  laborious  years.        1+ 
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SONNET  CCLVII. 

FROM   THE   SAME.  i 

WHERE  Is  that  face,  v/hofe  fllghteft  air  could  move 
My  trembling  heart,  and  fti  ike  the  iprings  of  love  j 
That  heav'n,  where  two  fair  ftars,  with  genial  ray, 
Shed  their  kind  influence  on  life's  dim  way  ? 
Where  are  that  fcience,  fenl'e,  and  worth  confeft,         5 
That  fpeech  by  virtue,  by  the  graces  dreft  ? 
Where  are  thofe  beauties,  where  thoie  charms  combin'd 
That  causM  this  long  captivity  of  mind  ? 
Where  the  dear  fhade  of  all  that  once  was  fair. 
The  fource,  the  folace  of  each  amorous  carej  10 
My  heart's  fole  fovereign,  nature's  only  boaft  ? 
Loft  to  the  world,  to  me  for  ever  loft  i  i 

SONNET  CCXXXVIir. 

FROM  THE    SAME. 

WAIL'D  the  fweet  warbler  to  the  lonely  fhade  j 
Trembled  the  green  leaf  to  the  fummer  gale  j 
Fell  the  fair  ftream  in  murmurs  down  the  dale, 
Its  hanks,  its  flowery  banks  with  verdure  fpread, 
Where,  by  the  charm  of  penfive  fancy  led,  5 

All  as  I  fram'd  the  love-lamenting  tale, 
Cam.e  the  d^ar  obje6l  whom  I  fliil  bewail, 
Cam.e  from  the  regions  of  the  cheerlefs  dead  j 
And  why,  fhe  cry'd,  untimely  wilt  thou  die  ? 
Ah  why,  for  pity,  fhall  thofe  mournful  fears,  10 

Start  in  wild  fon'owirom  that  languid  eye  ? 
Cherifli  no  more  thofe  vifionary  tears, 
For  me,  who  range  yon  light-invefted  fky  ! 
For  me,  who  triumph  in  eternal  years  !  14. 
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TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 

LESBTA,  live  to  love  and  pleafure, 
Carelefs  what;  the  grave  inay  lay ; 
When  each  moment  is  a  treal'ure, 
Why  fhould  lovers  lofe  a  day  ? 

>Setting  funs  fliall  rife  In  glory. 
But  when  little  life  is  o'er. 
There's  an  end  to  all  the  ftory  : 
We  fhall  deep  and  wake  no  more. 

Give  me  then  a  thoufand  kifTes, 
Twice  ten  thoufand  more  beftow. 
Till  the  fum  of  boundlefs  bliifes. 
Neither  we  nor  envy  know. 


10^ 
14 
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MILTON'S  ITALIAN  POEMS, 

TRANSLATED; 

^nd  Addrejj'ed  to  a  Gentleman  of  Italy, 

ADDRESS : 

TO  SIG.  MOZZI,    OF  MACERATA. 

TO  thee,  the  child  of  claflic  plains. 
The  happiei'  haiid  of  nature  gave 
Each  grace  of  fancy's  finer  ftrains, 
Eacli'mufe  that  mourn'd  o'er  Maro's  grave. 

Nor  yet  the  harp  that  Horace  ftrung,  5 

With  many  a  charm  of  eafy  art  j 
Nor  yet  what  fweet  TibuUus  fung, 
When  beauty  bound  him  to  her  heart  j 

Nor  all  the  gentle  Provence  knev. 

Where  each  breeze  bore  a  lover's  figh,  !• 

When  Petrarch's  fweet  perfuafiou  drew 

The  tender  woe  from  Laura's  eye  j 

Nor  aught  that  nobler  fcience  feeks, 

What  truth,  what  virtue  muft  avoid  j 

Nor  aught  the  voice  of  nature  fpeaks,  15 

To  thee  unknown,  or  unenjoy'd. 

,0  wife  beyond  each  weakea*  aim. 
That  weds  the  Ibul  to  tliis  low  fphere. 
Fond  to  indulge  the  feeble  frame, 
That  holds  awhile  her  prifoner  here  !  ao 

Truft:  me,  my  iiiend,  that  foul  furvives 
(If  e'er  had  mufe  prophetic  Ikill), 
And  when  the  fated  hour  arrives, 
That  all  her  faculties  fhall  fill, 

Fit  for  fome  nobler  frame  fhe  flies,  '  %S 

Afar  to  find  a  fecond  birth  j 
And,  fiourifliing  in  fairer  fkies. 
For  lakes  her  nurfery  of  earth. 
S 
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Oh  !  there,  my  Mczzl,  !.o  behold, 
The  man  that  mourn'd  his  country's  wrong",  ^% 

When  the  poor  exile  left  his  fold, 
*  And  feebly  dragg'd  his  goat  along ! 

On  Plato's  hallo w'd  bread  to  lean. 

And  catch  that  ray  oi  heavenly  fire, 

Which  imooth'd  a  tyrant's  lullen  mien,  35 

And  bade  the  cruel  thought  retire  1 

Amid  thofe  tairy-fields  to  dwell, 

Where  Taflb's  tavour'd  fpirit  I'aw 

What — numbei  s  none  but  his  could  tell. 

What — pencils  none  but  his  could  draw  I  4« 

And  oft  at  eve,  if  eve  can  be 
Beneath  the  Iburce  ot  glorv's  fmiie. 
To  range  Elyfian  groves,  and  lee 
That  nightly  vifitant — ere  while, 

Who,  when  he  left  immortal  choirs,  45 

To  mix  with  Milton's  kindred  foul. 
The  labours  of  their  golden  i\rcs 
Would  fteal,  and  whifper  whence  he  ftole. 

Aufonian  bard,  from  my  fond  ear 

By  feas  and  mountains  fever'd  long,  £• 

If,  chance,  thele  humble  ftrains  to  hear, 

You  leave  your  more  melodious  fong. 

V/hether,  advent'rous,  you  explore 

The  wilds  of  Apenninus  brow, 

Or,  mufing  near  Loretto's  f  fhore  5$ 

Smile  piteous  on  the  pilgrim's  vow  j 

The  muies'  gentle  offering  ftill 

Your  ear  fiiall  win,  your  love  fhall  woo, 

And  thefe  fpring  flowers  of  Milion  fill 

The  favour'd  vales  where  fird  they  grew.  6fi 

»  Hanc  etiam  vix  Tityre  tliice.        Firg, 
f  Within  a  few  miles  of  Macerate. 


TRANSLATIONS. 

For  me,  deprived  of  all  that's  dear, 

Each  fair,  foft  partner  of  my  life. 

Left  with  a  lonely  oar  to  fteer, 

Through  the  rude  ftorms  of  mortal  ftrlfe  j^ 

When  Care,  the  felon  of  my  days. 
Expands  his  cold  and  gloomy  wing, 
Hi-  load  when  ftrong  AffliiStion  lays 
On  Hope,  the  heart's  elaftic  fpring. 

For  me  what  folace  yet  remains. 
Save  the  fweet  mufes  tender  lyre  j 
Sooth'd  by  the  magic  of  her  Ifrains, 
If,  chance,  the  felon,  Care,  retire  ? 

Save  the  fweet  mufe's  tender  lyre. 
For  me  no  folace  now  remains  1 
Yet  fhall  the  felon,  Care,  rclire  ; 
Sooth'd  by  the  magic  of  her  ftrains. 

Blagdon-houfCi 
June  26,  1776. 


207 


65 


70 


2o8  langhorne's  poems. 

SONNET  I. 

OLADY  fair,  whofe  honour'd  name  is  borne, 
By  that  foft  vale,  where  Rhyne  lb  loves  to  ftray, 
And  fees  the  tall  arch  crown  his  wat'ry  way  ! 
Sure  happy  he,  tho«gh  much  the  mufc's  fcorn, 
Too  dull  to  die  beneath  thy  beauty's  ray,  5 

Who  never  felt  that  fpirit's  charmed  fway. 
Which  gentle  fmiles,  and  gentle  deeds  adorn, 
Thoiigh  in  thofe  Ihiiles  are  all  love's  arrows  worn. 
Each  radiant  virtue  though  thofe  deeds  difplay  I 
Sure  happy  he,  who  that  fwcet  voice  (hould  hear,     10 
Mould  the  foft  fpeech,  or  fwell  the  tuneful  ftrain. 
And,  confcious  that  his  humble  vows  were  vain, 
Shut  fond  attention  from  his  clofed  ear  ; 
Who,  piteous  of  himlelf,  fliould  timely  part. 
Ere  love  had  held  long  empire  in  his  heart !  1 5 

SONNET  II. 

AS  o'er  yon  wild  hill,  when  the  browner  iight 
Of  evening  falls,  the  village  maiden  hies 
To  fofter  fome  fair  plant  with  kind  fupplies  ; 
Some  ftranger  plant,  that  yet  in  tender  plight, 
But  feebly  buds,  ere  fpring  has  open'd  quite  5 

Tlie  foft  aifeftions  of  ferencr  Ikies  : 
So  I,  with  fuch  like  gentle  thought  devife 
This  ftranger  tongue  to  cultivate  with  care. 
All  for  the  fake  of  lovely  lady  fair. 
And  tune  my  lays,  in  language  little  tried  ^® 

By  fuch  as  wont  to  Tamis'  banks  repair, 
Tamis  forfook  for  Arno's  flowery  fide. 
So  wrought  love's  will  that  ever  ruleth  wide,  ^3 
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SONNET  III. 

CHARLES,  muft  I  fay,  what  ftrange  it  feems  to  fay. 
This  rebel  heart  that  love  hath  held  as  naught. 
Or,  haply,  in  his  cunning  mazes  caught. 
Would  laugh,  and  let  his  captive-fteal  away; 
This  fimple  heart  hath  now  become  his  prey.  5 

Yet  hath  no  golden  trefs  his  lefTon  taught, 
Nor  vermeil  cheek  that  (hames  the  riling  day  ; 
Oh  no !  'twas  beauty's  moft  celellial  ray, 
With  charms  divine  of  ibvereign  fweetnefs  fraught! 
The  noble  mien,  the  foul-diffoiving  air,  1® 

The  bright  arch  bending  o'er  the  lucid  eye, 
The  voice,  that  breathing  melody  fo  rate. 
Might  lead  the  toiPd  moon  from  the  middle  fky  ! 
Charles,  when  fuch  mifchief  arm'd  this  foreign  fair. 
Small  chance  had  I  to  hope  this  firnple  heart  fiiould 

fly.  IS 

SONNET  IV. 

IN  truth,  I  feel  my  fun  in  thofe  fair  eyes. 
So  Ih-ongly  ftrike  they,  like  that  powerful  ray. 
Which  falls  with  all  the  violence  of  day 
On  Lybia's  fands — and  oft,  as  there  arife 
Hot  wafting  vapours  from  the  fource  where  lies  5 

JVIy  fecret  pain  j  yet,  haply  thofe  may  fay. 
Who  talk  love's  language,  thefe  are  only  fighs. 
That  the  foft  ardours  of  the  foul  betray.*  S 

SONNET  V. 

AN  artlefs  youth,  who,  fimple  In  his  love. 
Seems  little  hopeful  from  his  heart  to  fly. 
To  thee  that  heart,   O  lady  !  nor  deny 
The  votive  gift  he  brings  ^  fmce  that  fnall  prove 
Ail  change,  and  fear,  and  faifitv  above  j  5 

•  The  Concetti  of  the  Italian,  in  the  coxiufion  of -his  foiinet  were  fo  ob- 
ftinate,  that  it  feemed  fcarce  pnffib  '  t-  reaace  i.'e.n  into  any  rspiuabic 
form  of  tran(l:it-iin.  Such  trifling  i  bertii.  as  the  truiflator  ihall  appear  ta 
have  taken  v  ith  t^efe  poems,  muft  be  imputeU  to  u  defire  of  getting  ovec 
klcjulfi^es  »f  Uic  fuQe  kind. 

S3 
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Of  manners  that  to  gentle  deeds  comply. 
And  courteous  will,  that  never  afketh  why. 
Yet,  mild  as  the  never-wrathful  dove, 
Firmnefs  it  hath,  and  fortitude  to  bear 
The  wrecks  of  nature,  or  the  wrongs  of  fate  j  lo 

From  envy  far,  and  iovv-defigning  care, 
And  hopes  and  fears  that  vulgar  minds  await ; 
With  the  fweet  mufe,  and  founding  lyre  elate. 
And  only  weak,  when  love  had  entrance  there.  14 

CANZON. 

GAY  youths  and  frolic  damfels  round  me  throng. 
And,  fmiling,  fay,  why,  ftiepherd,  wilt  thou  write 
Thy  lays  of  love  adventurous  to  lecite 
In  unknovv'n  numbers  and  a  foreign  tongue  ? 
Shepherd,  if  hope  hath  ever  wrought  thee  wrong,       5 
Afar  from  her  and  fancy's  fairy  light 
Retire — fo  they  to  fport  with  me  delight : 
And  other  fliores,  they  fay,  and  other  ftreams 
Thy  prefence  wait  j  and  iweeteft  flowers  that  blow. 
Their  ripening  blooms  referves  for  thy  fair  brow,     10 
Where  glory  loon  fliall  bear  her  brightell  beams  j 
Thus  they,  and  yet  their  foothing  little  feems  j 
If  ihe,  for  whom  I  breathe  the  tender  vovv'. 
Sing  thefe  foft  lays  j  and  afk  the  mutual  fong, 
This  is  thy  language,  love,  and  I  to  thee  belong  !       i  5 
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